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CONTRIBUTIONS 
Contribution to the Cane Toad 
Times Is a risk you must all lake, 
now! We will read your arllcles 
and stories, look at your cartoons 
and photographs, and laugh our 
heads oil. Then If we like them 
we'll put them In the magazine. 
You won't gel any money (none 
or us do!) but you'll be laughed at 
by millions! We hope that by then 
all your friends will subscribe 
Instead ol reading your copy and 
we'll sell a lot more magazines 
and maybe one day we can pay 
you. Send us your stull on the 
theme oi"Arl" by 15 October 
1988. Writing should be typed, or 
on Apple Mac disk. 
CANE TOAD TIMES 
Published by ToodPrlnt 
PO Box321, 
Woolloongabba, 4102. 
Ph (07) 891 5364 
ISSN 0155-7157 
ToadWORlD 4 
There's something rotten In the state of 
Queensland and here's how you can 
have fun finding out just what festering 
goings-on have been going on. Read 
up on paranoia in "A Cute Psychotic 
State" by Arthur Gorrle. Peer deep into 
"Musical Paleontology" for any fossils 
you may recognize from your own 
record collection. Get a handle on two 
famous fat people - Marlon Brando 
and Alan Bond. Marlon Is elusive, but 
some of Bondy's more interesting 
dealings are revealed In a top piece 
of Investigative reporting from the 
Toad newsroom. 
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llf�STYl� ACC�SSORIES 36 
Buy Lotsl Astonishingly bad news on 
the Iran - USA relations front has 
meant equally astonishing sales of the 
natty and completely authenticated 
Arable/English "I Am Not American" 
TorsoShlrt. And with Expo drawing In­
exorably towards a deficit blowout, 
here's your chance to be chic and 
cool In the Brisbane Spring with 
Wrexpo 88. As well, our usual range of 
chronically witty designs for your front 
persists, so buy up and dress cute -
the CTT way. And don't forget to sub­
scribe, so you can be sure where your 
next issue Is coming from. 
ToadSTRIPS 16 
Regulars Mark Cornwall, Damien Led­
wich, Brian Peterson, John 
Shakespeare, Winifred Belmont, . are 
joined by Gaynor Cardew, Arnum En­
dean, Nick Gruen, and Terry Murphy 
amongst other dynamic doodlers. The 
cartoon avalanche kept falling 
through our Post Box, all through April, 
May, June and July. Serves. us right If 
we can't take a joke. Luxuriate in a 
double episode of Killer Greely by 
Dave Tyrer - what will happen to Killer 
now that he's on the lam? Will he 
really get a "shot at the title"? More 
action than Juliet Jones! 
ToadSP�AK 31 
Cane Toad Times contributors are mad 
as hell and they just want to write 
about it. Chuckles Zampleri chews on 
a cloying lyric or two. Kandy May 
Loughton extracts the essense of den­
tal horror. Music draws wrath from 
Greg Snook and Dr Derro alias Michael 
Sharkey. Milton J Curve takes a long 
superficial glance at the world 
economic situation and predicts 
doom, gloom and the new depression. 
So start growing your own veges, boil­
ing beef fat, breaking out those hand 
held nuclear devices and start putting 
those weevils in the flour. 
ToadTAl�S 24 
Ma spurs jingle jangle jingle, yes they 
do. The Sherrif Loon visits Tamworth 
with a vengeance, and Neil Griffith 
does some late night shopping in a 
place near you. Are wierd animals 
your scene? Try Rhino and Juliet, the 
love story from Pukesville Zoo. Our 
usual bunch of multi-story builders are 
back to entertain you. There's nothing 
weirder than the human animal - read 
"Grass Wars", another installment of 
Clifford Clawback's sprawling novel 
about drugs, death and debauchery. 
Or catch Errol O'Neill's taxi to 
Moorooka with Vincent the Magnifi­
cent, In rehearsal. 
ToadT�STS 29 
Corruption the Board Game. This is the 
Cane Toad Times' very own-totally 
copyrighted, protected by law, lodged 
with the Public Curator and absolutely 
owned in every respect (by us) with 
regard to ideas, visual design, and in 
totality-Board Game, direct to you 
from the Cane Toad Times. Yes, it can 
be played, and you can be as corrupt 
as you like. Just remember, crime 
doesn't pay - or does it? Plus the long 
awaited answers to the Rockinghorse 
Trivia Quiz featured in issue nine, with 
the big winners. 
, 
The Editors - In a nonchalant, corruption busting mood 
. r 
The Cane Toad Times- more value 
for money even than money! 
Proving toadally that corruption can hold a tune, we're 
willing to hold the bag and any other ittie bittie pieces of 
loose change. 
Always in the vanguard of the fight 
against corruption (while at the same 
time occasionally trapped In the Fal­
con Paddy Wagon of real life}, the 
Cane Toad Times, friend of decent 
people everywhere, welcomes you, our 
reader, to the honest, upright world of 
music and money. 
Just like you won't find a Cane Toad singing 
in CD nightclubs or witness boxes, you can 
bet your last $3 (or $2.50 for subscribers) that 
this issue will prove that money makes the 
world go round (and flat, and with a hole in 
the middle of the Ozone layer, just like a 
record). 
And speaking of records and uprightness, 
this issue of the Cane Toad Times, with a hole 
punched in the middle and played backwar�s 
on your stereo, is guaranteed NOT to conta1n 
any hidden Satanic messages. 
Nor does it contain such classic remake 
songs as "Suspicious Minds" by Queensland 
Corruption Inquiry Commissioner, Tony 
Fitzgerald, QC; "Ain't Misbehavin'" by stood­
aside Police Commissioner Sir Terence 
· Lewis; "Stand by Your Man" by Lady Lewis: �r 
"It Ain't Me Babe" by former Queensland Mini­
ster for Everything. Russ Hinze. 
You'll find none of that sort of nonsense 
here. 
Instead, you'll find the very best of the 
newest work by some of Australia's newest 
new writers and cartoonists and graphic ar­
tists and typesetters and photographers and 
T-shirt manufacturers and, MOST IMPOR­
TANTLY ... a brand new educational board 
game • . .  something which even on .its own �s worth many times the purchase pnce of th1s 
magazine. 
CORRUPTION ... the ·game a whole society 
can play ... the only game in the history of the 
world which teaches you to murder and rob 
and blackmail your very best friends, make 
millions of dollars, and if you're musically in­
clined, sing to the Inquiry. 
And all this in the privacy of your own home. 
Our ToadWorld opens with an exclusive 
abridged extract from Arthur. Gerrie's 
forthcoming book on Queensland's Rtzgerald 
Police Inquiry, a project he undertook be­
cause he didn't want to be the only journalist 
in Queensland not doing one. 
And on the subjects of books - lengthy and 
towering Steven Stockwell has in fact com­
pleted 12 of the 20 chapters of his leng�hy 
and towering novel on Queensland corruption 
and paranoia we have been serialising since 
issue #1. Soon we will be able to launch the 
very magnum opus on a suspecting public 
world wide, in a media fracas the like of which 
you people have never seen. Stockwell and 
Gorrie, worthy first authors for Cane Toad 
Times - the publisher. Remember, you read 
it first in the en. 
Astute readers and investors would already 
be aware of the fabulous sell-out success of 
CIT's Tony Fitzgerald Fan Club T-shirts (as 
advertised within), and, speaking of astute In­
vestments, who could resist the fabulous in­
vestment potential of this very magazine .... 
Forget about obscure bond issues, gold and 
South Sea Bubbles, forget wool 
futures ... there's only one real alternative to 
Sydney real estate or the manufacture of hit 
records, and that's your collection of back is­
sues of the Cane Toad Times. 
Rare Number 8 copies have been quoted as 
high as $50, not a bad return on an initial in­
vestment of only $3. Buy a thousand and 
watch your money grow! Have $50 worth of 
fun, legally, just by reading it. 
So here it is... something to really sing 
about, music to your eyes ... writers you won't 
find anywhere else, cartoonists for those who 
can't read, a fabulous new game which has 
already been linked to declining sales of 
Trivial Pursuit, and a fabulous investment op­
portunity that you can keep right there on your 
coffee table for your friends to envy and ad-
mire. 
Not bad for $3. 
The Surrealist's Guide to the Fitzgerald Police Inquiry, in 
which Arthur Gorrie poses the question: "What if reality is 
a paranoid delusion?" 
Paranoia, of course, Is part of the con­
spiracy. 
That's moral number one from evidence to 
Queensland's Fitzgerald corruption Inquiry. 
By the end of its first year, the Inquiry which 
was supposed to last only. six week� had heard evidence from police, prostitutes, 
· bookmakers, drug dealers . and other prominent citizens. Their recollections, when 
they could recall, have portray�d a reality 
beyond the reach of most delusional fan­
tasies. 
The alleged association of organised crime 
with the most respectable levels of 
Queensland society has hinted at a con­
spiracy theory which makes paranoia seem 
unadventurous by comparison. 
Which brings us to Moral Number Two: 
society is to blame. · 
Careful He Might Hear You 
Perhaps the movie he stole it from !S the one 
we've all been living in - old fashioned and 
B-grade in the extreme - where characters 
engage in knowledgeable discussion on such 
technical matters as the amount of ballast re­
quired for the suitable aquatic disposal of un­
wanted corpses, where honest· cops sleep 
with guns and where only serious crime goes 
unpunished. 
It's a strangely surreal movie where the 
police and their political ma�t��s a?t decisively 
against such threats to C1V11isat1on as free 
speech and condom vending machines, but 
where, it's alleged, heavily armed standover 
gangs are allowed to roam fr�e. and even 
have confiscated weapons politely returned, 
apparently because their leader is bett�r con­
nected ih the police force than most police. 
Mead was mentioned in the evidence of 
Dead men don't wear plaid former constable Salvatore DiCarlo, who was 
said to be suffering paranoid delusions when 
Paul Mead ... the late Paul Mead ... gambler, he imagined conspiracies and corruption 
amusement machine entrepreneur and enter- among his superiors . 
taining drinking companion.·: used to brag His psychiatrist gave evidence that he'd about his fondness for a little larceny, or thought DiCarlo was paranoid because he maybe a lot. imagined things for which there did not initially 
His likeably delinquent persona - knock- appear to be any basis in fact. �owe�er, about, slightly larger than life, fon� (one events at the Inquiry had changed h1s m1nd. suspects) of exaggerated tales. of danng�o. He now believed there was probably a con­living on the punt - was the kind you m1ght siderable basis in fact for what DiCarlo had meet at a racetrack. claimed. 
Or the Bookie's Club at Spring Hill, or PR's so DiCarlo suddenly isn't crazy. He was restaurant down the road, or our office - half crazy, but he isn't now. His views haven't 
way between - where the boardroom fridge changed. Consensus reality has. was kept full as a matter of company policy. The Inquiry has made last year's paranoia 
He gambled on the horses and rented out this year's true perception. 
amusement machines. He hadn't worked for This, of course, is a great comfort to ten years. His racing informa�on was, as they paranoids everywhere. say at the Inquiry, very good. 
This article is a celebration of our victory. His death in a car accident some years ago 
We are vindicated. we may not be right, but was not enough to prevent him being men-
as it turns out even the worst of us might not tioned in evidence as the operator of an illegal 
casino at a nightclub in Brisbane's Fortitude be altogether wrong. 
Valley. The New Reality is, however, very bad news 
The Valley, by the way, is a depressing. part 
of town where everybody appears to be 111, or 
broke or homeless and where much of the 
evidence to the Inquiry has been centred. 
Paul Mead's club was allegedly one of 
several which closed down just before police 
were due to raid. It appears he had good in­
formation in that area of his punting career as 
. well. 
The Inquiry · heard hearsay evidence that 
Mead was easily accepted in the most respec­
table business and police circles. 
He had great respect for the police and once 
said to me: "They're all that stands between 
us and the jungle". It was a line I think he 
stole from a gangster movie (as I say, larger 
than life). 
Or perhaps he wasn't being melodramatic. 
· for those who thought they were sane. 
Psycho 
Paranoia is defined in the Macquarie Dic­
tionary as "a psychotic disorder. ch�racteri�
d 
by systematised delusions" wh1ch 1n English 
means that paranoids are wrong about some­
thing in a systematic and logical sort of way. 
The Rtzgerald Inquiry is a dangerous dose 
of reality therapy for a society which h�s bee� 
wrong about a lot of things �nd wh1c� u�m 
now has revelled in the collective hallucination 
that, as long as the sun is shining, everything 
is at least sort of OK. 
Queensland has been, as Noel Coward said 
of Monaco, •a sunny place for shady people". 
A nice place for well connected 
psychopaths. 
CORRUPTION 
INQUIRY THE PREMIER 
INTERNAL 
INQUIRY 
If you protect 
a racket go to 
the Judge 
Collect favours 
Pay 1 favour 
for a whitewash 
PROTECTION 
TIME 
Pay $500 for each 
of your rackets 
THE 
BAGMAN 
Collect your cut 
THE JUDGE 
Pay 2 favours 
Or roll a die 
for the verdict 
MEDIA 
EXPOSE POLICE MINISTER 
POLICE· 
H.Q. 
Roll die in the 
Commissioner's 
Office 
THE 
BAGMAN 
Collect your cut 
PROTECTION 
TIME 
Pay $500 for each 
of your rackets 
Puffin' on the writs 
TOTAL THE 
PATROL 
CAR 
Lose 2 favours 
Collect favours Pay 1 favour 
The DiCarlo case is an interesting study in 
how the allegation of paranoia can be used to 
quash dissent, and not just in the USSR. 
Paranoia is particularly useful as a weapon of 
psychological warfare. 
This is because you can never be sure 
you're not paranoid. 
That's all. Nothing flash. Nothing that should 
have shocked any rational person in business 
or politics, or even anyone with a radio, 
newspaper or television set. 
The only surprising thing about the 
Fitzgerald Inquiry is that it came into exis­
tence at all... that Queensland should sud­
denly decide to confront itself so painfully, so 
energetically and with such good faith. 
for use in the non-existent casino upstairs 
from a non-existent brothel. 
And they got away with it for a long, long 
time. 
Such is the true nature of power. 
Strong leaders and powerful creeds do more 
than simply remove doubt from the collective 
mind of the community. They do more than 
just tell us: "Don't you worry about that". 
'• 
\ 
The Big Cane Toad. After years of admiring 
other people's Big Things. the CTT is now the 
proud owner of our very own Big Thing. Our Big 
Cane Toad is already a multi-media star in its 
own right. It appeared live on TV in the warmup 
to one of the 1988 State of Origin matches! Big 
Time. eh? 
We· re running a competition to name it. It 
wants to bring this Cane Toad Times Torso Shirt 
to the person who suggests the best nome. Just 
send your suggestion on the back of a 
postcard with your return address to NAME THE 
BIG TOAD COMPETJnON. PO Box 321. 
Woo/loongabba, Q4102. 
The nature of delusion is that you never 
know when you're having one, even though 
its a safe bet that you probably are. 
If you know you're having a delusion, then it 
isn't really deluding you, so you're not really 
having one at all. 
Tony Fitzgerald QC is doing more than con­
ducting a corruption Inquiry. He has become 
the psychiatrist for a whole society still blink­
ing with bewilderment at evidence of its own 
behaviour. 
They tell us what to believe. And we do as · 
we are told. 
What you're suffering, if I may use an old 
joke to make this perfectly clear, is a Clayton's 
paranoia - the systematic delusions you 
have when you only imagine you're having 
systematic delusions. 
This sort of Catch-22 is what makes 
paranoia so interesting, so political and, for 
the enthusiast, such fun. 
But what if it's not funny any more? And 
what if the real impact of the Fitzgerald Inquiry 
is to raise questions about Queensland as a 
State of mind? 
Masters of the Universe 
The Inquiry has rocked the State with 
revelations that could not possibly surprise 
any sane person. 
They can be summed up as follows: 
(a) Some people will pay money for almost 
anything; 
(b) Some people will do almost anything for 
money; and 
(c) Power corrupts and absolute power cor­
rupts absolutely. 
Because if DiCarlo isn't crazy, who is? Who 
was the person with sufficient authority to in­
sist that DiCarlo's true perception was in­
sane? 
That person was Queensland itself. 
The Inquiry is the unlikely product of a com­
munity which has been so ill as to be afraid to 
look at its own genitals, a society so ashamed 
of its desires that it had to pretend it didn't 
have any. 
Like someone who protesteth too much it 
loudly proclaimed the virtues of Honest Work, 
Free Enterprise and the Single Income 
Family. 
Gold Coast millionaires who promoted meter 
maids and attended pyjama parties were able 
to claim, without being laughed at, that sex is 
not a part of their city's image. 
Cartoonists portrayed blindfolded Cabinet 
Ministers tapping their way past casinos and 
brothels while assuring the public there were 
no such things. 
Police were seen diverting traffic around a 
truck while workmen unloaded a roulette table 
They control our perceptions through cen­
sorship and media manipulation and then tell 
us how we should interpret what we perceive. 
They create consensus reality. 
They are the Masters of the Universe. 
And then they tell us (and we believe them) 
that this is as it should be. They tell us this 
with an authority that dates back to Divine 
Right. 
But it's no good blaming God. 
And it may be equally unprofitable to go to 
the other extreme and put all the blame on in­
dividuals in the judiciary, the police, the 
media, politics, business or the general 
public... raised as they were on a built-in 
Sunshine System of rewards and punish­
ments, a rotten but workable system which 
made Westminster seem Utopian and quaintly 
foolish by comparison. However this does not 
mean they should be exposed and dealt with, 
like everybody else. 
But in Queensland, Society is to blame. 
That's us. Now that the Fitzgerald Inquiry has 
placed Queensland on trial, our best chance 
is to plead insanity. 
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witb my luck discgarded ..... I'd come back as a 
on� 'ent pi�c� 
It's hard to avoid Alan Bond. Even if you don't drink his beer, or watch his Channel Nine 
television station occasionally, your peace will be disturbed one sunny afternoon by the 
insistent drone of his Swan air ship motoring overhead. 
These days Bond Is Into just about 
everything • Bond Media, Bond Brew­
ing, Bond University, Bond Coal, Bond 
International Gold (predictably shor­
tened to BIG), Bond Corporation, Bond 
International, property development 
here and overseas, Bond boat races, 
Waltons Bond, airships, and of course 
the Infamous Investment In Chile's 
telephone company. He even wants to 
put up Australia's tallest building on a 
site in Sydney. 
If he succeeds in taking over Robert Holmes 
a Court's empire, Bond will own Western 
Australia's: biggest property business, the 
biggest trucking company, the most influential 
newspaper in the state, an oil field, radio 
stations and be possibly the country's' largest 
gold miner. 
He will also have an estimated $8 - $9 mil­
lion debt, but his power will be incalculable. 
That should make any government in WA ner­
vous, but "Bondy" is a hero in WA and they 
look after their own. Neither Labor nor Con­
servative government has addressed the 
dangers of having so much economic power 
in the hands of one individual, though what 
small business will be able to compete 
against such might and what consumer can 
stand up to such massive power? Indeed, 
what government can cross such a man, who 
at last count owned six radio stations around 
the state and a television station in Perth? (If 
he gets control of Holmes a Court's Bell em­
pire he is expected .to sell the TV station so he 
can keep the West Australian newspaper.) 
Beachparty Samurai 
He is a major employer and is revered in 
WA as the man who outwitted the Yanks 
to bring home the America's Cup. Desprre 
all the WA number plates that claim 
"Home of the America's Cup", we did lose 
it - but that wasn't Bond's fault as it was 
Kevin Parry who beat him to challenge. 
As Perth views it, Bondy brought the cup 
home but it was that dickhead Parry who 
lost it. Bond sailed over the loss of the 
right to challenge by announcing the pur­
chase of the Channel Nine network at the 
same time. 
Bond emerged a hero, and now that Holmes 
a Court is reduced to his last $100 million and 
some Monets, Bond is the nearest thing to 
royalty in Western Australia. He has even 
been close to it, lending his white Rolls Royce 
for the Queen to burn around Kalgoorlie 
during her last visit. 
The Bond family lives in what passes for 
royal style in Western Australia and even 
rates newspaper coverage in the eastern 
states when one of their daughter's marriage 
broke up and another was having her 21st. 
Their Dalkeith home is on the water and takes 
up three blocks. Anyone with an eye for 
aesthetics should take a sick bag if they drive 
around these suburbs but the Bonds have 
thoughtfully built a stone wall to keep out the 
prying eyes of tourists. Neighbours com­
plained that the music from Jodi Bond's 21st 
birthday party kept them awake into the early 
hours of the morning, but despite complaints, 
the police just couldn't get around to stopping 
it. 
Of course royalty, and even ordinary old 
heroes, get special treatment from their wor­
shippers. Despite Bond's enormous power 
and the fact that his companies are publicly 
listed, no-one really knows their debt because 
a large part is held by his family company, 
Dallhold Investments. 
Dallhold has "exempt" status from the WA 
Corporate Affairs Department, meaning it 
does not have to divulge information that 
would be required from other businesses. 
HiHing below the Bell 
The WA Government has liTtle concern 
about using taxpayers' money to bail out 
its fallen millionaires, but even the Na­
tional Companies and Securities Com­
mission found the deal to bail out Holmes 
a Court a bit too much. Alan Bond and the 
WA State Government Insurance Com­
mission each bought 19.9% of Bell 
Group. Holmes a Court did pretty well out 
of rr and didn't seem to mind that other 
Bell shareholders didn't get the same of­
fer, or that control of nearly 40% of the 
company had passed to two groups 
without other shareholders being consul­
ted. 
The SGIC and Bond claimed they were not 
acting in association as then the law would 
have required them to make a full takeover 
bid and so cost a lot more. The NCSC is 
regarded as pretty toothless by the corporate 
community and it came as a shock for some 
of them to get a grilling from a Commission 
inquiry into the deal. The inquiry ended when 
Bond offered the special price he had offered 
for the Holmes a Court shares to all other 
shareholders. 
The bid has called into question the amount 
of debt Bond will be in, but he's used to that. 
One of the stories about him is that some 
years ago his debt began to worry his bank, 
whose board called his secretary and said 
they wanted him to come down and talk to 
them. Bond replied they could come and see 
him. "Tell them I'll give them a cup of tea," he 
is reported to have said, thereby giving 
credence to the theory if :your debt is big 
enough, it's the bank who has a problem. 
Major investors aren't too keen on investing 
in Bond's businesses because they don't 
know his debt and have been burnt by com­
panies like Bond Media, whose share price is 
trading well below what people paid to buy 
into it last year. 
Bond has emerged from the bad publicity 
pretty well, a millionaire who. manages to fool 
many people he's "just like one of us", a pretty 
decent bloke. 
Pinochet's hearing ear dog? 
People who have suffered the horrors of 
the Pinochet regime in Chile would dis­
agree, of course, knowing what it is like to 
feel utterly trapped and powerless, 
frightened every waking moment and 
maybe in their dreams too. Some of them 
were brave enough to appear on a Four 
Corners program, hoping people in 
Australia would be stirred to do some­
thing. 
Who must not have felt ashamed to see the 
risk these people were taking and compare it 
with Alan Bond's man in Santiago, David 
Aspinall, who said he had no evidence of the 
telephone company assisting the regime by 
tapping people's phones for the military. 
Perhaps he handed out a questionnaire or 
went around asking people if they were mur­
derers and spies. Four Comers seemed to 
have little trouble finding evidence of phone 
tapping, and even filmed a building the tap­
pers were supposed to work from at the 
phone company. 
Aspinall has been quoted as saying: "We are 
here as businessmen, we don't get involved in 
politics.· 
Perhaps Bond and his people are naive, a 
criticism that has been levelled at them 
before. Perhaps they are stupid, but that 
doesn't seem likely given the money and the 
deals they have made. More likely they are 
indifferent. Power lies in your lines of credit, 
what you possess and what you can possess. 
Bond didn't start out in life as a wealthy man 
but he has the drive to get where he wants to 
be and perhaps he doesn't care to remember 
what it is like to be powerless, or to feel any 
responsibility to people who are hurt by his 
deals. 
But if Bond doesn't care, others should. 
Australians suffer if they can only buy some 
goods from one or two companies and the 
process of democracy fails if governments are 
frightened by the power of privileged in­
dividuals. The whole society suffers if, like 
South Africa, one group feeds off the sufferin� 
of others. Alan Bond's interest in Chile and 
the lack of concern about the military's use of 
the 'phone company shows that he does not 
feel a moral responsibility for such actions, 
and apparently chooses to ignore what 
doesn't suit him, the •nasty" things of life. 
Bond has huge cash flows from his brewing 
business alone and there is no suggestion his 
business is going down. But it's worth 
remembering the bigger they are the harder 
they fall, and should things ever go wrong a 
lot of people will suffer -which might then fuel 
Australians and their governments into 
questioning the value of so much wealth in 
the hands of so few. 
·Iran aroma 
leaves rank 
Yanks in 
coma 
They're still counting the cost out at 
the US government's secret weapons 
research establishment in Boring, 
Wyoming. Secret confidental docu­
ments released under the Freedom of 
Information Act showed yet another 
Army experiment had gone awfully 
wrong. 
The Chern Research Corps thought they 
were on to a winner when initial tests in­
dicated that a new drug obtained from the bile 
ducts of the rare American ocelot would 
change forever the face of war as we know it. 
Called euphemistically Attack #435 it worked 
on the central nervous system and the brain 
simultaneously, causing the user to become 
completely fearless in battle, and the only 
noticeable side effect was a loss of short term 
memory. 
Tested initially in simulated combat, the drug 
proved extraordinarily effective in maximising 
the potential of the soldier, such that they 
were seen throwing rocks at the enemy forces 
and eating their shoes long after they had 
been declared dead. 
However, over the sound of cannon, missiles 
and small arms fire the biochemists had 
neglected to notice another side-effect: un­
controllable farting. Of course, the guinea pig 
troops totally forgot about this once the drug 
had worn off and failed to mention it at the 
debriefings. Pentagon sources have denied 
rumours that the drug was first introduced on 
the abortive Iran hostages raids sanctoned by 
Jimmy Carter, but its kind of hard to sneak 
into enemy territory when they can hear and 
smell you coming from miles away. 
As ex-US army personality Major General 
North remarked, "You ever tried sneaking up 
on a towelhead when you're floatin' air bis­
cuits bigger than the Hindenberg? I don't 
recommend it!" 
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The Professor was well pleased with the days 
diggings. Undergrads may not have 
knowledge, but they certainly had the muscle. 
The sight of eager young students slaving 
over a hot mattock to lift their grade point 
average was inspiring, but pathetic. If only 
they knew he used the "throw-'em-down-the­
stairs· method when it came to marking. Still, 
what's a bit of academic exploitation anyway? 
Today's discovery would provide leverage 
the Professor needed to secure increased 
funding for the department. Those fools back 
at the Institute would have to acknowledge 
the validity of the Paleo-Musicology Unit when 
these findings were published. They'd take 
notice. 
The Professor strolled past rows of antique 
music paraphenalia the digs had uncovered. 
All those priceless artifacts neatly numbered 
and catalogued. He paused to study a 
perfectly preserved Boss Dr Rythm sitting 
pertly next to a Yamaha RX11. How well 
they'd complement that Alesis Drum Machine! 
When he had been called in to investigate 
this recently discovered CBD, the Professor 
had not been highly excited, at first. Most of 
those shops had been looted long before 
scientists got near them. All that usually 
remained were scores of compact disks made 
useless by oxidation of the aluminium which 
had been supposed to retain digital 
information for ever. Forever? Four years was 
hardly forever by anyone's standards. Then 
someone had found a sign which sent his 
senses tingling. "Stocktaking Sale - Midi 
instruments 20% off!" This was not some 
grotty outlet for pre-recorded music. Here was 
a place that actual musicians frequented. 
It turned out to be a Palings store, and 
judging by the comprehensive range of 
Musical Devices, this one had been preserved 
just before the infamous Brash-Whitehouse 
takeover. The most important find in 
contemporary Paleo-Musicology, and the 
Professor suspected, one which held the 
secret to the riddle of the ancients. Why did 
music disappear from their culture? Now he 
knew, and confident that the final piece of 
evidence was secure about his person he 
took his place at the fireside. 
These discussions after the hard work of the 
day were where the bulk of the students 
learning came. They'd fire questions at him 
and he'd be able to place the answers in a 
practical context, referring to artifacts or 
places on the site. 
"Professor, you seem pretty pleased with 
today's find?" He eased back and put loving 
thoughts of study leave at Trinidad's 
University of Music into the subconscious. 
"Well, I think what we have here is a pretty 
exciting breakthrough. If this evidence checks 
out, I hope to be able to round off a theory I've 
been working on for some time now. I may go 
down in history as the scientist who put it all 
together.· 
"That's a fairly serious claim!" 
The student seemed to be trying to goad him 
into revealing more. What the heck. If they 
stole his research it would be their word 
against his, and who was going to believe a 
pack of mattock humping undergrads could 
have put this together? 
"For years, as you know,· the Professor 
answered, fixing the loathsome fresher with 
his stare, the scientific community has been 
trying to figure out why the ancients lost the 
art of music. We know that from the dawn of 
time humans have been fascinated by sound. 
Not only speech, but also the systemisation of 
sounds into something pleasurable - Music. In 
the beginning this was merely a rythmic thing, 
you know, crashing sticks and rocks together." 
"This is school stuff!" 
"Patience. I'm trying to put it into 
perspective. Now, early humans had a fairly 
limited grasp of technology, it's true, but it was 
possible for�hem to carve sticks into slightly 
more resonant shapes if they stuck at it. They 
They even stretched animal skins over amplification, is constantly referred to in glow­
wooden bowls to create a primitive form of ing terms by the industry magazines of the 
drum. However this music still revolved period. The end result was that Audiences 
around the percussive concept, i.e. hitting could stand further and further away from the 
things. That presented a major problem, in process of making music. Eventually this 
that the players tended to get tired and slow reached the problem situation where perter­
down, something you can notice in the live mers could not be seen by the naked eye, 
recordings which have survived the twentieth and a host of other devices were invented to 
century. make it possible for them and the audience to 
"The invention of the Bow and Arrow led to interact. 
an improvement in hunting techniques-con- "From here it was a small conceptual step to 
sequently more time for music-and a whole 
· 
have the process occur without the two social 
new family of instruments. By plucking the groups ever coming into contact with one 
bow and varying tension on the string, notes . another. Once the video-clip evolved it was a 
of different pitch could be obtained. This con- turning point, the musician became a legend 
cept along with improvements in wood tech- and would eventually fade into obscurity and 
nology gave birth to a vast array of in- extinction." 
struments - lyres, harps, guitars, violins etc. "You mean because no-one ever saw or 
plus something we have never found an ex- heard real music, they forgot all about it?" 
ample of but is rete red to in the literature, the Class 1 A Honours for you, thought the 
Selina String Ensemble. Professor. He made a mental note to attach a 
"Another family of instruments which sprang heavy object to that student's thesis when he 
from hunting origins are the woodwinds, threw them down the stairs. 
whose primitive ancestor was the blow-pipe. "Precisely that. Not that it happened over­
Using air from the human lungs, these Musi- night. For some time they kept mementoes in 
·
· cal Devices enabled the player to resonate a record and compact disk form neatly 
column of air. By boring holes in a blow-pipe it catalogued in libraries called music stores. 
was possible to vary the length of that column That way the populace could browse and 
and consequently, the pitch. The flute is an study the form of music they most admired. 
example of this kind of instrument. Can anyone remember some of those forms 
"As time went by man discovered more and from the store we've been studying?" 
more means of improving his technological "Disco," "Funk," "Jazz," "Beatles," "Rap," 
resources. Eventually he discovered how to "Four Dollar Special." They were obviously an 
work with metal. This was either to facilitate attentive lot. 
the invention of the motor-car or a more ex- ·correct, but the most important catalogue is 
pensive musical instrument, just which is not one you've overlooked, and which has been clear. Suffice it to say that the invention of the my specialty. The Charts. These are a collec­saxophone could not have happened without tion of selected pieces by contemporary the same technology used in the manufacture musicians graded into order of merit. It is my of a Maserati. theory that the ancients were aware of the 
"So what was the next major step in the drift in interest away from music and were 
evolution of music?" ... The Professor won-
· trying to forever save one last work which 
dered whether any of them would make the would be deified for eternity. The charts were 
quantum leap. a desperate competition to preserve one 
"Opera?" "The Piano?" "Bob Marley?" piece of music forever. I believe that once 
"Not even close. Electricity. Up to then music they had finished the 'countdown' as they 
had to be made by musicians. The process called it, the winner was to be enshrined and 
involved gatherings where tribes would make copies of this work to be distributed en masse 
music themselves even. However as in- through these libraries. That way they hoped 
struments became more expensive to make that part of their culture would not be lost 
and more difficult to master, the process of forever." 
making music evolved into a specialist task. "What won?" "How come the scheme didn't 
Nevertheless people still went to see it hap- work?" "Why didn't this music last for eter­
pen, to be part of the experience. At the nity?" 
height of the classical era it was rumoured "That, is the riddle. You'll have to wait until 
that a thing called a Symphony Orchestra our research reaches it's conclusion." The 
contained literally hundreds of musicians. Professor said good night, ignoring protests 
Eventually these were replaced with another that he should continue. He retired smugly 
undiscovered but documented artifact, the thinking of the precious document safely 
Sampling Keyboard. stored on his person. It was the actual Charts 
"It seems that these large gatherings of themselves. Unlike the other surviving copy of 
musicians would argue and fight a lot, the document, this one was intact. There at 
probably because of the aggressive origins of the number one spot was the clue to the 
their craft. Eventually a union was formed and decline of music. 
musicians were not allowed to be together for "Born to be Lucky" - A duet by K. Minogue 
more that three hours at a time. However I and B. Springsteen. Trinidad seemed closer 
digress. The important thing that electricity did by the minute. 
for music was make it louder via the process 
of amplification. P.A. System who invented DAVID PYLE 
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. Let's change the rules! 
The Australian Constitution is a mess and thumbs its nose 
at personal freedoms. Anne Jones claims the referenda 
questions barely scratch the surface. 
Let's face It, Australia Is wildly over- · to get one individual freedom into the constitu­
governed. There are more politicians tion, amongst other extremely reasonable 
per square Inch In Australia than things .. T.here were four referenda, four votes 
anywhere In the world. for: religtous fre�dom �nd a fe� other per-. . . . sonal freedoms like the nght to fatr compensa-Thtnk of all of th.em wtt� thetr secreta�es, lion if your property is taken away; fair dis-electoral secre�anes, pnvate secretanes, tribution of electoral boundaries; four year press secretanes, researchers, ma�et terms for federal parliament and the right for researchers .
. 
navel res�archers not I? mentton local government 10 exist. electoral offtces, parliamentary offices, late 
The interest in the whole debate was that model cars and state-of-t�e-art faxes. 
the Liberals just couldn't cope with four year And the reason we ve got too many terms for federal parliament. Federally they politicians, is because we've got too ma�y were terrified that the Mandate of Heaven, 
�overn�en�s. Three levels . of governme�t ts ripped from their grasp by that rotten Bob Ju
.
st plat� stlly, most countnes do very mcely Hawke, should be kept away from them even wtth two. a nanosecond longer than it ought to. If they 
And it's pretty obviou� which level of were in power "four year term· would have government we could do wtthout - state! . had a rather friendly ring to it. 
State governments are just a waste of time Besides elections are expensive, having less 
and money, not to mention a haven for corrupt of them is just a sound cost cutting measure. 
politicians, corrupt practices and power And it's our money they'd be spending less of. 
hungry morons. The French only have elections every seven 
The old constitution 
just can't take it 
years, and the Brits have them every five 
years, the Yanks have Presidentials every 
fours years and that seems far too often - I 
find them very personally exhausting, don't 
But our big problem, with getting rid of states you? 
or any other kind of sensible reform, is the Part of the problem was because we have 
Australian Constitution. When the constitution had elections every three years, politicians 
was written its big purpose was to bring call them early on their astrologers' advice 
together all the states to make this great na- and that works out at about every two years. 
tion of ours. So consequently all the constitu- So the idea of having them every four years 
tion is good for is looking after the states. And means we'll really have them every three 
it's very hard to change. years like we always did. Get it? 
There was no mention of actual people in Actually it would be better to have them on . 
the original Australian Constitution, it's all the same day. every three years, no matter 
about what states can and can't do. The only · what the astrologer thinks. But tell that to a · 
people who crept in are the aborigines and . politician. 
they only got a gumsey after the 1968 
referenda which condescended to give them 
the vote amongst other things. 
See, back in the 1890s, it was by no means 
Can you believe 
the Liberal Party? 
a forgone conclusion that the states would But back to the Liberals. They've all gone 
become this great nation of ours. They had . mad. Didn't they get themselves into a dither 
several large meetings or constitutional con- over the referenda? You see even though 
ventions at which everyone behaved very they only really wanted to vote one 'no' to four 
badly, squabbled, generally drank too much year terms, they thought that Liberal voters 
and couldn't agree about anything . It was bit ·would get really confused if they were sup­
of amazing sleight of hand by Sir Henry posed to vote one 'no' and three 'yes'. Well 
Parkes, or some such person, that pulled the Liberal voters aren't real bright. 
whole thing off actually. So what did they decide to do? Federally 
So on 1 January 1901 when the whole thing they decided to instruct their team to vote 'no' . 
became official, there were a number of on all counts. With a campaign strategy based 
people on the sidelines demanding a recount. on an international conspiracy theory probably · 
But someone had already ordered the involving the Illuminati. Fine, good thinking, 
stationery, so they thought they'd better go chaps. 
ahead anyway. Besides it would keep Billy Now that's all very well, but in Queensland Wentworth off the streets. the Liberals are really up the shit. What they 
But they didn't really agree on all that much. wanted was fair electoral boundaries and they 
Take railway guages for one thing. Can you · wanted them yesterday. 
believe that they all built railway lines with the 
· so at first the Queensland Liberals decided rails different distances apart? So that every to advise voters to vote 'yes' to fair electoral time you came to a border you'd have to boundaries and 'no' to the other three. Enter change trains. Yep, that's thinking for the fu- Sallyanne Atkinson, the Liberal Lord Mayor of ture. Brisbane who decided to vote 'yes' to local 
They were far more interested in free trade, government and fair elections and 'no' to the 
fleecing the natives and making a buck, than other two. Add to that Steele Hall saying we 
safeguarding the rights of the individual train. should vote 'yes' to fair compensation, and 
No freedom of speech or religion or political Malcolm Fraser 'yes' on all counts, and a 
persuasion or the press here, no thankyou variety of other different Liberals lines. Are 
very much. We're Australians after all. Bunch you confused? So were the Liberal voters. 
of Yankie nonsense. Then John Howard started campaigning on 
So the constitution established the Com- the almost-White Australia Policy. What that 
monwealth of Australia with a federal govern- had to do with the referenda was anyone's 
ment and states governments. And that's guess. Maybe he thought he'd take people's 
about all. OK there were people and even lo- minds of it and they'd forget to vote. 
cal governments, but we don't need to worry Makes the Labor Government look better all about them, they can look after themselves. the time. Do you think Howard's secretly a 
Which brings us to the most recent Labor voter like the Queen? 
referenda on 3 September. One small attempt ANNE JONES 
Freedomcard 
I m1snomer 
says teller 
victim 
·The electronic banking 
revolution: we all have our 
baHie scars. 
I still get the odd nightmare over my In­
itiation Into the Keycard/ Greencard/ 
Freedomcard/ Handicard/ Flexlcard/ 
(and now In Peking, the Great Wall 
card!) club. When my little slice of 
plastic heaven arrived, I memorised 
my PIN number, devoured the letter to 
banish all traces, and trotted off to 
Woolies for a grocery jag. The bill 
came up, the card went In, and then 
the shock horror. "I'm sorry, sir, you 
don't seem to have enough money In 
your account." And I'd only had It for 
three hours. To the snlggerment of the 
gathering hordes of little old ladies -
cold cash in hand, blood lust in their 
wrinkled eyes • I beat a red-faced exit. 
To the bank, very bloody darkly. As I had 
feared, there had been an almighty tuck-up. 
I'm still baffled as to how the bank managed 
to transfer my money into another account 
just because "we issued two cards that day to 
people with very similar names·. While mol­
lified somewhat by a cash advance the next 
day, I remained bemused as the manager told 
me how a Bondi bikie with a snake tattooed 
on his upper lip had been the lucky recipient 
of my modest fortune. He must have thought 
all his Christmases had come at once. He had 
just about cleaned me out and was going in 
for the kill when he was finally accosted. I 
demanded the death penalty. The manager 
shook his head sadly. There had been no 
fraud, no false pretences. The only guilty 
party was the bank - of gross stupidity. Hap­
pily for me, the bank coughed up, no doubt 
writing off the loss by jacking up the mortgage 
rates a percentage point or five. 
Others, of course, have been less fortunate. 
The newspapers are full of their pitiful tales. 
There was the Sydney woman who tried to 
pay a $151 Telecom bill by phone with her 
Bankcard. Instead, she was billed for the date 
- 12/11/85 or $1 ,211.85. Months later she was 
still trying to sort out the mess. Bankcard ad­
ded a pinch of salt to her wound by continuing 
to charge interest on the amount 
Or the man who had his account cleared out 
through a pharmacy while he was interstate. 
Or the couple who applied for a Keycard 
which was intercepted in the mail. Almost 
$1 ,000 disappeared from the account over 
three days (a supposed impossibility as the 
cash limit was $200 a day). The bank would 
admit no liability. 
\lAP JOEL 'Rmx:INISEP 1liE 1JWE. "FlfFAl.tS IN USfNCi moVfRN 
JEQfNOLOGY, HE mrW NOf HAVE- 'BffN SO fuPPANT 
1l600r "THE CONVENIJ:NCE OF rEEZY-f>flNk) 
And there was the day last year when the 
Commonwealth Bank computer slipped a 
floppy disk and digested 2,000 Mastercards 
during a Saturday morning shopping frenzy. 
On a more personal level, the case of 5' 2" 
Ruth Young of Coogee who wrote to The 
Sydney Morning Herald when she got fed up 
with having to balance on her tiptoes to use 
Autobanks "designed by a 5'4" giant". 
We are, of course, less sympathetic when 
the banks cop the rough end of their software: 
• Westpac called it "the hiccup·. On June 1, 
1987, it ATM's took leave of their memory 
banks and began doling out $200 lots to 
anyone fronting up with a card. A cool 
$1 ,000,000 fluttered out - one enterprising 
soul lit out with $10,000 after a marathon 50 
punch-ins - before the bug was hunted down 
and put to the Baygon. 
• The Perth magistrate was not impressed 
when the computer students told the court it 
had been a university project From a discreet 
hiding place, they had videoed ATM cus­
tomers punching in their PINs. Discarded 
receipts provided the coding needed to knock 
up plastic facsimiles and ... instant cash, as 
the saying goes. This "hole in the wall" gang 
only just escaped going the way of their more 
famous namesakes. 
• Simon, a 14-year-old Auckland schoolboy, 
successfully keyed in a Jaffa packet as a 
$1 ,000,000 deposit. Conscience got the better 
of him after three weeks and a $1 ,000 spree 
at the local pinball parlour. He confessed to 
the teacher. It was all news to the building 
society. 
And finally two tales of intrepid plastic il­
lywhackers guaranteed to warm the heart 
cockles of any credit-wary Luddites. 
Displaying immense Germanic verve and a 
sophisticated bent belying his tender 16 
years, a Frankfurt boy wheedled an American 
Express card by telling the company he was a 
41-year-old doctor who owned five houses. 
An $18,000 holiday ensued in London, Paris, 
Rio and Hamburg where a suspicious hotel 
porter finally blew the whistle. The good 
doctor.probably had his stethoscope on back 
to front. 
But the award for cool, calm calculation must 
surely go to Oeystein Christiansen and Per 
Wold, former inmates of an Oslo jail. As part 
of the rehabilitation program, drug trafficker 
Christiansen was allowed to form a private 
company. 
He appointed Wold managing director, and 
using their new credentials, they whistled up a 
brace of Am Ex cards, among others. 
A propitious weekend leave soon after saw 
them on the first flight out of Norway and on to 
a $586,000 round-the-world spending spree. 
They even posted wish-you-were-here 
postcards to the warders from Trinidad and 
Central America. 
Last reports had the two in Thailand where 
they had placed a call to Oslo to inquire why 
their credit had been cut off. 
American Express - don't leave jail without it! 
WES PAC 
"Give me a dollar!" says world's richest man 
Sol Jenkins, listed in Fortune 
Magazine as the richest man on the 
face of the planet, is set to become 
even richer with the release of his new 
book, The Secrets of Success. 
Jenkins other three titles, Pulling Scabs for Fun 
and Profit, Collecting Hospital Waste and $1000 a 
week, and 100 Ways to Degrade Yourself and Your 
Family for Money have already pulled in worldwide 
sales of more than 5 billion copies. 
In  his latest book, Jenkins reveals that all his 
other books were nothing but cheap, sensationalist 
garbage for a sensation hungry world more than 
willing to 'pull a few scabs for a few extra bucks' .. 
"In The Secrets of Success I detail the real 
reason for niy incredible weaHh. The secret? Like 
any other get rich quick scheme Ws incredibly 
simple. Ever heard the expression "If I had a dollar 
for every time !haL. I'd be a rich man today?'' 
Well, I just put � to my own use. For instance, if 
someone tells a joke that I've heard before, I go out 
and collect a dollar from everyone who's told it, or if 
I see an add on TV a lot, I get a dollar from 
everyone who appears in ij_ Most people don1 
begrudge giving you a dollar, and after a while � all 
starts to add up. And now I'm a rich man today." 
And he's not the only one doing it. Dale Carnegie, 
L Ron Hubbard and Jimmy Swaggart have all been 
making millions from sales people, ( If I had a dol-
lar for every sale I missed), idiots (If I had a dollar 
for every inse�ure person I've ever met) and 
morons (if I had a dollar for every time I'd seen 
people breaking the law of god), and they seem to 
have known about this scam for sometime. Now 
someone has thought "if I had a dollar for every 
time I'd seen people w�h a good scam making a lot 
of easy money I'd be a rich man today." And he is! 
MILTON REACH JNR 
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Think I'm psycho don't you Mama? 
Are music molecules manipulating your mental maHer? Feel crotchetty because the 
neighbours are playing Bartok again? Psychoacoustics res!arches the way sound . nurtures your neurones, from alpha waves to boogie consciousness and back aga1n. 
Is music a force for goodness and 
niceness, or badness and naughtl· 
ness? 
Goodness and niceness, suggests One Trick 
· Pony groupie in a quote reported in 1980 by 
the San Diego Union. 
"Rock and Roll kept me sane when I was a 
child. We were always moving around the 
country changing houses, changing schools. 
But on the road I could always turn on the 
radio and there would be the same rock n' roll 
song playing. It kept' me sane, I tell you, 
sane!" 
"Yes,· says Dr Orpheus, "I agree." Thi� w�s 
the same Dr Orpheus from Thracian antiqUity 
you may have read about in your Grecian 
myths. He had some very interesting (if u�s­
ubstantiated) notions about the healing 
powers of music. Music in his day was 
believed to cure sick people, resuscitate the 
dead, wipe out plagues and quash any out­
breaks of local madness affecting the com­
munity. And you can bet Dr Orpheus had a 
sign up in his surgery saying just that, as he 
fiddled with his patients to the tune of "Put de 
lime in de coconut.· · 
But does music really affect the brain, or is 
this theory basically unsound? Well, key 
music psychologists G & H Harrer cautiously 
noted in their book "Music and the Brain" that 
dance music goes, so to speak "into the legs." 
But Lakewood Baptist the Reverend Charles 
Boyken was more definitive. 
Rock Music, he suggested, was a force for 
badness, naughtiness and downright 
satanism. He and his followers then stacked 
together $2000 worth of records into garbage 
cans and set them on fire. Boyken explained 
that he was destroying these pieces of plastic 
(and polluting the Florida atmosphere rather 
heavily) because he thought rock music "w?s 
evil.· In particular, he was worried about 1ts 
"appeal to the flesh; a sensuous, slithering 
quality that apparently sends youngsters 
scrambling for the bedroom." 
Brother Charlie backed up these vinyl claims 
with statistics. Of 1000 girls who became 
"pregnant out of wedlock" 984 committed for­
nication while ·rock music was being played. 
.But how did he know for sure? That's one hell 
of a fact finding mission, Brother Charles. 
So there you have it - on. one side, t_he psychological effects of mus1c are a qu1ck 
nostrum for all the ills the flesh is heir to and 
on the other, the underlying cause for sen­
suous slithering and other naughtiness. 
Scientific Method 
You could not be blamed for wondering 
though, if there was really enough scientific 
thoroughness in all these claims about the 
mental effects of music. 
The study of music psychology goes back a 
long way. Pythagoras, in his usual barside 
manner made a few sharp but totally stupid 
comme�ts on the subject. Music, he said, 
definitely had an effect on the mind, and it 
should be studied. However, the proper way 
to study it, was to analyse the mathematics. 
Well let's try it out. "In mathematics, the 
analbgous procedure of determining the 
sinusoidal component of a periodic function is 
called 'Fourier Analysis'. 
"There, does that make you feel better? 
Yes it would take a moron like Pythagoras 
to think up that approach. As far as music 
psychology is concerned, noD?dY. foi:ov.-e: up the meaning of the mather.�a��cs 1n you� .ocal 
bam dance. Instead, psychologists developed 
a much more effective approach to the study. 
They actually got people to listen to music 
and then say how they felt about it. 
One of the firs� to use music in any concer­
ted way, was Mr Anton Mesmer. Yes, the �an 
with eyes like twist cups. You are feeling 
sleepy, very sleepy, just reading about him. _It 
is recorded that Mr Mesmer used to put h1s 
victims, sorry, subjects, under his mesmeric 
spell with "music" which he sometimes played 
himself on a harmonica. Mr Anton Mesmer­
the Bob Dylan of psychiatry. 
The next researcher of the brain to inflict 
anything like Bob Dylan on their patients may 
well have been Konecni. This was as recent 
as 1976. Before this time, surprisingly few 
psychologists had even heard of Bob Dylan, 
let alone considered it music. As for Mott the 
Hoople ••. 
In 1976, Konecni, Crozier and Doob did 
some experiments to discover whether or not 
music influenced a subject's mood. The 
methodology involved repeatedly insulting 
their subjects, while playing music at them. 
They. found that the subjects became quite 
angry. In fact as they predicted, Konecni, 
Crozier and Doob found their subjects were 
more likely to become angry when they were 
insulted while having to listen to unbearably 
loud "serious music" by Bartok, Prokofiev, 
Scriabin and "hard rock" by Montrose, Out­
laws and Scorpions than other subjects who 
listened to softly played "light" pieces by 
Bach, Haydn, Vivaldi, and "mellow rock" by 
Genesis, Mott the Hoople, and Linda 
Ronstadt. 
The subjects least likely to get angry were 
those who weren't insulted, and who didn't 
· have to listen to anything at all. 
That's what we have psychologists for. To 
tell us these things. 
More recently, a psychiatrist-who like many 
others used light classical music to help ease 
patients into a hypnagogic state-was having 
trouble with a particular patient. The patient 
just wouldn't go under. Session after session 
failed, until purely by accident a mower star­
ted up not far from the psychiatrist's window. 
Instantly, the patient fell into a deep trance. 
Okay. You tell me. What's better for inducing 
alpha waves-a Vivaldi, or a Victa? 
But are these autonomic responses really 
impo�:c.;1t !� !he grand 5eheme of things? Aiter 
all, they act, apparently, below the conscious 
level. The real meaning of music m&y ·Nell be 
not how syncopation affects the systole, but 
how one's life can be changed by a great 
piece of music. Or perhaps by a really bad 
one. 
As a child, I didn't have much opportunity to 
listen to "pop" music until I was about 8 or 9 
years old. We were an ABC family. My father 
still does not know what Tony Barber looks 
like, a blessing if there ever was one. Then, 
around the age of 8 I got a hand-me down 
crystal radio. The idea that radio could come 
out of this collection of wires resembling a tiny 
electronic tumbleweed still astonishes me. It 
doesn't even need a battery! 
1 remember my first experience. I was lying 
in the dark, with the moonlight splaying the 
shadows of trees like gigantic hands across 
the walls of my bedroom, the earplug out of 
sight under the pillow until I was sure I 
couldn't be detected. Why I don't know. I sup­
pose I should have been asleep. Finally, when 
the dark house became completly still, I at­
tached the aerial to the metal of the bedframe, 
stuck the earphone in my ear, and twiddled 
the dial. A bit of static, then a horrible, cloying, 
piping melody, warbling across the infinity of 
the ether. I listened closely. What would I 
learn? The words became clearer. "There's a 
kind of a hush, all over the world, tonight .... ." 
ROBERT WHYTE 
Queensland Ballet Troupe refused defection 
in new cooling of cultural glasnost 
In a reversal of current trends, Soviet 
Immigration officials have reject�d an 
application from the Thargommdah 
Dance Troop to defect to the Soviet 
Union. 
The Troop, well known for its cheap and 
shoddy imitations of world class ballet perfor­
mances had entered the Soviet Union as part 
of the glasnost operation designed to open 
the Soviet public to western influences. 
Going under the name of the Royal 
Queensland Ballet, the Troop did its version ?f 
Sleeping Beauty before a packed house 1n 
Moscow's State Theatre. The audience soon 
reeled in horror as the Troop tried to waken a 
sleeping kangaroo by putting a .22 to i_ts head 
and firing many times. Then, carrymg the 
twitching carcass, they proceeded to spray 
the front four rows with blood and organs 
while doing an appalling imitation of Rolf Har­
ris. Head dancer Reg Pineapple applauded 
the Russian people and communicated his 
love for the country, denouncing the unap­
preciative capitalist system that had treated 
them so badly and had withdrawn their grant 
money after a similar performance in f�ont of 
the Prime Minister and Greenpeace 1n the 
new parliament house. He then defected on 
the spot with the rest of the Troop. 
The normally quiet and receptive audience 
shouted as one "Fuckski Youski" and called in 
the Ballet Police who promptly denied their 
request for defection, citing lack of coordina­
tion, a complete absence of style, and a_ woe­
ful understanding of even the most rudimen­
tary ballet skills, and sent them immediately �o 
a People's Dance Rehabilitation Asylum 1n 
some archipelago I've never even heard of. 
Milton Reach Snr 
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Marlon Brando was recently reported sighted in Australia, 
secretly visiting an unknown hideaway health resort near 
Queensland's Gold Coast. His mission- to slim down for a 
movie role. Leonard Ryzman set out to find the man who 
doesn't give interviews. 
In search of BIG 
.MARLON 
Bill, a Queensland contact, gave me 
the scoop. "Marlon Brando is right 
here on the Gold Coast. This is the ad­
dress, although the chances of an in­
terview are nil." 
I'd been at Surfers Paradise for a week. 
Bill's call meant leaving the sea and venturing 
into the lesser known hinterland, armed with 
something shared by only a handful in the 
country - the exact whereabouts of Marion 
Brande. 
My information was that to cure his cor­
pulence, the overweight star had booked him­
self into Camp Eden, an unassuming 101-
hectare (618-acre) health farm, deep in the 
Currumbin Valley. While his bulk reduced, his 
bill would grow at a modest $2,000 a week. 
I set out early in my rented green moke, 
heading south west. In the opposite direction 
further north are the world famous marlin 
fishing grounds, where over the years, 
American actors have tried their luck. This 
time, a big Marion is again the object of the 
search - but it's the actor who is the target. 
I ask myself, "Why am I intrigued by this 
man?" At best, there might be an exchange 
lasting only a few seconds (he doesn't give in­
terviews). 
Recently I enjoyed his performance in 'Viva 
Zapata', which was rescreened on TV. His ac­
ting resume is impressive. 'A Streetcar 
Named Desire', 'On the Waterfront', 'The God­
father', 'Mutiny on the Bounty' - here is an 
individual who reached the top of his ladder, 
only to find he'd been leaning it against the 
wrong wall. 
So which is the right wall according to 
Brande? Has he found it? What has he 
learned about reality? How angry might my 
approach make him? These and other 
questions race though my mind, as the car 
speeds past crystal clear creeks lined with 
palms. 
Perhaps, as rumoured, Brande has become 
as strange as the Colonel Kurtz character he 
portrayed in 'Apocalypse Now'. If I'm going to 
risk infuriating a potential interviewee, I'd 
rather incur the wrath of a Woody Allen than a 
Marion Brande. 
The cool of the rainforest signals that I'm 
drawing nearer. I already know Woody's 
thoughts on life. "I hate reality, but I realise it 
is still the only place to get a good steak." 
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Brande could forget about that in Camp Eden. 
My rapid research has revealed that at this 
health farm where people come to solve their 
weighty problems, Brande would be living on 
Pritikin vegetarian meals with no salt, sugar or 
fat. But unlike the biblical Eden, he could eat 
as many apples as he liked without the 
slightest risk of expulsion. 
I've been driving for more than an hour. 
Woops! I've missed the turnoff. Go back. I've 
arrived. Well, not quite. I haven't made it in­
side. I walk around. It seems impenetrable. I 
speak by phone to the front office and get a 
predictable reply. "We can neither confirm nor 
deny who stays here. It is not our policy to· 
give out a guest list." Fair enough .. Switch to 
tactic two - back off and survey. 
If I could just spot him in the grounds. Even 
if he refused to talk, a live "no" in passing 
might prove interesting. Either I'll see the star 
of 'Last Tango in Paris' at least from a dis­
tance, or it's over. I'll go back to more sensible 
things, like swimming or reading in the sun, 
before flying home. It's my last tangle in 
Paradise. 
Would I hear the unmistakable Brande tone? 
Would a security guard jump out and do a 
'Godfather' impersonation for him? 
There's no sign of him in the immediate 
area, but there is evidence of tightened 
security - the extra guards I'd been told 
about. This at least gives some credence to 
the tip off about Brande's presence. 
I breathe the cool, clean mountain air. The 
centuries-old rainforest forms part of a smor­
gasbord of scenery, which is more than can 
be said for the strict Eden menu. I've made a 
mental note - if I ever manage a place like 
this, I'll put up a sign, 'We can take your 
breadth away'. 
Someone is walking out the main gate. It's a 
groundsman. As he passes, I casually ask, 
"Have you. spoken to Marion Brande?" He 
keeps on walking, but replies, "I wouldn't 
know who's here." A variation of the denial 
theme. 
A few paces later, he stops, turns around, 
and in a low voice, says, "I shouldn't be telling 
you this, but if you want to take that track, 
you'll find it runs parallel to the fence. Keep 
going for a few minutes, and you'll come to a 
point where you can look in clearly. You'll see 
the man all the fuss is about.· I barely have 
time to call out "Thanks," befoie he's gone. 
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I head through the trees, and feel a tingling 
of excitement. What if I find the actor within 
earshot? What then? I'll have to quickly es­
tablish that I'm sympathetic - I don't want to 
be branded a Brando-basher. I don't have a 
camera, so there's no question of un­
authorised photos. But why should he 
respond? I know of one journalist whose 
Brando-interview requests have been turned 
down so often he feels like a volume control. 
Perhaps I could appeal to his bizarre sense 
of humour. Maybe I'd offer to smuggle in a file 
with a cake inside it. Bizarre? What might he 
or a bodyguard do? I remember the words of 
that 'philosophy guru' Maxwell Smart. "A 
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coward is only a brave person, who isn't 
scared to be frightened." No-one who tries to 
work that out has time to feel fear. I press on, 
only to stop abruptly. 
A dead end. Can you believe it? No wonder 
the sudden turnabout by that 'helpful' 
groundsman. It's he who has the bizarre 
sense of humour. I've been out on a limb 
before, but I've never had someone behind 
me, sawing it off. As I look around, "Ouch!" 1. 
cut my hand on a low, prickly branch. I'm 
deflated and my patience is wearing thin -
even if Mr Brande isn't. If my hopes of finding 
him haven't yet flown out the window, they're 
certainly on the ledge. 
I try again and actually find a small opening 
through the 'dead end'. Suddenly I see him 
inside the grounds, on the other side of the 
fence - the reason for all the extra security. I 
am undoubtedly facing the biggest celebrity 
guest to have stayed at Camp Eden. He has 
someone with him. 
Rsherfolk usually throw back their catch 
when smaller than expected. Mine is even 
larger. But after ensuring that it is who I think 
it is and then overcoming the shock, I decide 
to let the interview go. 
You see, the man who is walking not far from 
me is none other than Australia's biggest and 
perhaps most controversial politician, Russ 
Hinze. He has been the Queensland minister 
for everything from Local Government to Main 
Roads and Racing. Now he's at Camp Eden, 
waiting to hear, "Correct Weight." He looks 
about 22 stone. If he's lost any weight, it has 
certainly kept finding him. 
Russ is talking to his wife Fay, and having 
no wish to disturb, I leave quietly. Someone 
has assumed that the rumours of a Brande 
visit to this area are true because of a high­
profile identity staying here. As it turns out, it's 
a politician, one of those named in a major in­
quiry, who at the moment needs the isolation. 
I fly out of Queensland and only two hours 
later, land in Victoria. Instead of taking a taxi 
from the city, I have a desire named streetcar, 
as I hail a Melbourne tram. Back home, and 
the papers report a couple of unconfirmed 
sightings of Brande in Sydney. He's 
Australia's equivalent of 'Bigfoot' - reported 
sightings appear in the press, but no-one has 
actually seen him. I smile and stay put. I'll wait 
for 'Bigfoot's next movie. 
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200 years, 200 beers, 200 bands & 2 days ... 
the Deputy Loons of Hoonsville take on Tamworth rednecks, bikers, and Yo Vas 
Ge.e. ooe s n+ 
BoJr ����COUNTRY 
and WESTERN 
ZZ Top through Glen Innes to mark the 
transition from night to day. The funny 
cigarillos had gently let us down and 
along the Highway lay the Tamworth 
Country Music Festival. The bonus 
hour of the civilised parts on the 
Eastern seaboard had us running late. 
Neither I nor the canoodling couple in 
the back seat had given much thought 
to where we'd sleep or how we'd meet 
up with the other Hoons, let alone what 
a country music festival would actually 
entail. 
The only moral in a story otherwise com· 
pletely devoid of morals (which tends to 
reflect the nature of the weekend) is to book 
early. Every motel/hotel room, caravan and 
cabin is checkers as they gather and swarm 
into town. Just like the start of Reg Lindsay's 
Country Homestead. The smart cowpokes 
book from one year to the next. 
After arriving and checking out the multi­
tudes of buskers playing in every available 
space along the main street, we couldn't help 
but notice that the whole vicinity resembled 
some sort of huge, undefined licensed area. 
We started grinning. This was the place. 
Loco Juice 
Carrying cold cans of Loco-juice around the 
grid-pattern streets seemed to escape the at­
tention of the long arm of the Law, carrying 
even longer night-sticks and the mandatory 
shootin' iron. Mild feelings of paranoia and 
foreboding tried to distill themselves, but this 
New Reich influence peculiar to Sunshine 
State dwellers quickly faded. 
. The Grand Parade started and the street 
congealed; around the Hotel it clotted as the 
exhibits began to float. Needless to say we 
linked up with the other Deputy Loons of 
Hoonsville in this oozing locale. 
A couple of ScouVGirl Guide trailers glided 
by on an Australian music theme, e.g. "I made 
a hundred in the backyard at Mum's". A B&D 
oriented float attracted lots of laughs and at­
tention but nobody I spoke to afterwards knew 
or understood the motive or sponsor. Tam­
worth Escorts, or maybe it was a "200 Years 
of Bondage" bicentennial entrant. I could've 
sworn there for a minute it was "Hec· Hapeta 
in the black G-string. An early '70s air-con­
ditioned coaGh rolled by carrying five nuns 
and a combination of hospital residents and 
funeral homers . . . Strange . . . Then, and 
then! Two of an un-airconditioned standard 
paraded past, doors wide open, carrying no­
one bar the driver! Six Wheels for Jesus there 
to pick up the Grand 'Ole Opry in the sky can­
didates maybe? 
The parade ended with a few non-descript 
polocrosse teams just as the Three Chord 
Wonders started upstairs. They were tight, 
they had variety, and they slaughtered us with 
"Freight Train Shuffle". Hoowee! The Loco­
juice and the road grime started to tell, so it 
was back to the shared motel comforts of 
"Acorn Court". 
Startin' to sizzle 
After forty winks, a mid-western thunderstorm 
erupted in the twilight. The heat was unc­
omfortably evident, but without the familiar 
humidity. Maybe due to the dryness, lightning 
was striking all around, including the building. 
I suddenly remembered some of the Deputy 
Loons had been lounging in and around the 
pool. I threw back the curtains just in time to 
see a good impression of St Peter on the lake 
performed by "FW", and another threatened 
soul emerging from the murky depths with a 
chlorinated Fosters. More yuks for your 
bucks! The Loons were startin' to sizzle. 
Midnight at a club called "The Workies·. The 
Stetsons (Buzz Bidstrup, a few Menials, Mark 
Moffitt, and an all-star cast) take the stage to 
do their !hang; it happened to be a slick crock 
of country ditties performed just as you would 
expect from such a class line-up. 
Then followed a power R'n'B bracket by 
"Chasin' the Train". The up-front axemen in 
this outfit had the front-row coyotes howling in 
a full-on hornswoggler of a set. Two polished 
capitai-G Guitarists delivering the goods with 
precise abandon. 
A band of no-good sidewinders whose name 
escapes me (but that's no surprise) rounded 
the night out. Strike that, bottomed it out. 
These cowpokers thought they were the 
Royal Family - when in actual fact they were 
the Brady Bunch (only with much more penis 
on their collective breaths). 
At this stage both my eyes were in the same 
socket, so it was back to the Acorn just in time 
to catch Van Halen on Rage belting out 
"Panama". With a saddle for my pillow and the 
prairie for my bed, a deep sleep ensued. 
With the first cleansing ale of the day (I'm 
sure mine had bones in it) and fresh packs of 
Marlboro all 'round, we sat down to watch 
Doris Dazed at the Locomotive Hotel, which 
looked a bit like Mt Panorama on Easter Sun­
day. Three gangs had made the trip - The 
Black Uhlans, The Gypsy Jokers and The 
Fourth Reich. If I've overlooked any others, 
firstly, chewie on your boot!, and secondly, 
I've changed addresses twice since this was 
written. 
Heavy bike culture 
It's a strange experience observing the heavy 
bike culture at close range. Most turned up for 
the weekend with a bed-roll on the 
handlebars, cash in their jeans, compulsory 
club vest, and little else. It rained a few times, 
so they weren't doing it too easy, although a 
couple of splitters did have their Harleys 
trailered in behind a car. I didn't say anything. 
The police presence was mercifully low-key 
and I didn't see any example, despite the 
round-the-clock alcohol consumption, of a 
biker hassling anyone all weekend. Some of 
the motorbicyclists themselves, · however, 
were sporting an array of nasty welts, con­
tusions, and sutures 'round the dial. 
I tried to make friends by telling one of the 
Uhlans a joke ... 
"What did the Bandido get for Father's 
Day?", I asked with a cheery smile. 
"Piss off!", he said. 
"No, fifteen years!", came the witty retort. 
That joke was a hit - in fact three hits. He hit 
me, I hit the pavement and the ambulance hit 
ninety. 
One of the cars in our entourage was a 
black convertible Dodge Dart. The sort of 
vehicle that sticks out like a pork chop in a 
synagogue. As the story goes, one of the 
younger Deputies cruising past the Central 
Hotel (read bikie nest) yelled out in his finest 
English, "Black Uhlans take Gypsy Jokers up 
the arse!", and Darted off really quickly. Very 
Dodgey indeed. 
Let's fill in that sub-plot and get bacK to 
Doris Dazed, a lesbian-oriented band 
resplendent in all black who played a 
creditable set laced, strike that, denimmed 
with some hootin' guitar work. One or two of 
the biker boys were fairly messy already and 
didn't quite get on the end of the band's 
leanings. A Cecil B. DeMille Ben Hur Remake 
Blockbuster. "Byker meets Dyker at the Loco 
Hotel!" Rupert Murdoch will be shitting when 
he realises he's missed this story. 
Strong arm Feminismo 
Strong-arm machismo attempting to chat 
strong-arm feminismo is a strange, cringing 
experience. Kind of beautiful though. 
Everybody felt sorta warm, I felt sorta wet. 
One of the Elders (and I don't mean Donny 
0.) set the Romeo straight and everyone 
relaxed to enjoy a fine set. All fifteen of us. 
We hightailed it back to town to check out 
some of the busking action. A Brisbane cow­
boy outfit known as Steel Wool were playing 
outside a saddlery store. They had been 
given a friendly introduction and warning 
about playing R'n'R music by the proprietor 
and power-point owner. 
The lyrical content of this band is immacu­
late ... 
"Now I'm twenty one in prison, doin' life 
without parole" 
"She got the goldmine and I got the shaft" 
"Don't let the teardrops wash away 'I love 
you' on the blackboard of your heart" 
With winners like these an appreciative 
crowd started coming out of the woodwork. 
Not a bad effort considering most people at 
this stage of the weekend had had country 
music up to the flannel parts of their moles­
kins. 
We saddled up and mosied on over to the 
Longyard Hotel to walk the hallowed halls of 
the The Country Legends Wax Museum and 
Mineral Display. I recognised more kinfolk 
heroes than rocks. 
After a human pyramid photo in front of a 
twelve metre high fibreglass Golden Guitar, 
we spurred on to the Leagues Club. As we left 
I couldn't help noticing a pristine, black F100 
Truckster in the carpark with a sticker that 
read ·All this and brains too!". 
The Stoney Creek Band warmed up for the 
main attraction to an unresponsive seated 
audience. This crowd was discerning, and a 
set full of Eagles and America covers wasn't 
cutting the mustard. 
fD hle . 
The Flying Emus delivered with a tight, 
powerful bracket layered with intricate 
melodies and graced with exquisite 
musicianship. No shit! The singer possesses 
the female equivalent of that "velvet 
sledgehammer" voice long ago accredited to 
Lovelace Watkins, that Twin Towns performer 
presently in the where-are-they-now category, 
but still admired by those who really know. 
Slidin' Somethingorother 
And back to the quaintly-named Workies for 
the late night band offering - Dancehall Rack­
eteers. Sadly the last band we were to see as 
the weekend juggernaut ground to a halt. A 
meagre but enthusiastic crowd enjoyed an 
adventurous, professional showing which 
featured Australia's foremost steel guitar ex­
ponent - Slidin' Somethingorother. A God-like 
performer in his field, he played some Super 
Jesus pedal slide. Then he packed up his 
gear and left with his wife to let the band play 
on. Least I thought that was you wife, Slidin'! 
About this time one of the Deputy Loons felt 
the need to "water the hosses". The 
barkeeper had said "I dunno" when asked 
what time he closed up. As our man ap­
proached the toilet door he stepped over a 
sleeping giant of a Black Uhlan, who was 
using a Coke machine as a pillow. 
Two members of the gang were trying to 
rouse him. 
"Oi! You! Queer!", said one of the lads, 
"That's the Men's!" 
In an awesome display of raw masculinity, 
our Deputy swallowed hard and walked really 
quickly into the first cubicle, bolted the door, 
and waited for the shit-train outside to roll out 
of town. 
Later that night at a twenty-four hour truck­
stop, the Racketeers cruised in driving a mint­
condition Zephyr. Livin' that lifestyle! We chat­
ted, they borrowed our beers and told us that 
they'd blown their chances this year. The 
genuine nature of their feelings underlined the 
stature of the whole event. Any festival of 
music which has a commemorative port in a 
ceramic guitar-shaped bottle is oozing 
credibility from the start. 
A whole mess of country mannerisms and 
quirks can be inadvertently picked up, even at 
a safe distance. This story is a monument to 
it. The potential for watching people is stag­
gering as the weekend seethes with red­
necked behaviours. The cussing is music to 
the ears on its own. "Get out of it ya· bloody 
YYa-Ya!" was a prime example. We found out, 
though, that it isn't as bad as being called a 
Yang-Yang! 
Same time next two hundred years! 
THE SHERRIF LOON 
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BANANARAMA JACK THE RIPPER 
-c For Fruit Tob Me To Yoor u- · 
THE BEACHED BUOYS JACK NICOlSON 
All Woohod Up Sox & Drugo & Sex & Drugo 
RED SYMONS HOLMES A CCURT 
Sod WltngMyBel 
STEFAN & THE PLAYBOYS GARY HART 
Pen4ho- & Po- French KINin' In Tho USA 
MIKE GORE 
Ht-SoncUry 
THE TRIMBOLES 
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They're BAD! 
This month's spectacular sale buys hours 
and hours of really bad music from the 
World's Worst Record Club. To get any 50 
of these quite awful albums right away, 
simply fill in and mail the application 
together with your IQ or money order of 20¢ 
or less. We '11 pay the postage for you. In ex­
change, you simply agree to buy 5000 more 
stunningly cretinous records or tapes (at ir­
regular Club prices) in the next four days­
and you may cancel your membership any 
time after that. 
How the Club Operates 
Every so often you'll receive the Club's 
atrociously laid out music magazine, which 
describes the Selection of theDay for each 
musical interest: .. plus quite a few (1) alter­
nates from everyfield of music. In addition, 
up to a coupla times every day, Meatloaf and 
Lou Reed's Chicano crack dealer Manhuelo 
"The Knife" Cortese will call at your home 
or worlc to ensure that you've paid for what 
you've got so far. If you wish to receive the 
Worst Record of the Month or the Specially 
Bad chosen- for- you records or tapes, you 
need just wait for the doorbell to ring- it will 
arrive as if by magic but really from the 
back of a stolen truck. 
Dogs in your space 
If you prefer the alternate selection, you 
have ten seconds to make up your mind or 
be tom apart by Manhuelo's fine selection of 
doberman guard dogs. If you ever receive 
any thing you don't want we hope you can 
. plead for your life in Spanish. The really bad 
tapes and records you order during your 
membership will be billed at astronomical 
prices to make up for the money we lost on 
your original order- plus shipping and han­
dling, which could be quite a lot really, as 
we operate from behind the Iron Curtain. 
3 second free trial! 
We'll send you details of the Club's Opera­
tion with your introductory shipment. If you 
are not satisfied within 3 seconds with the 
use of your legs, then by all means contact 
us straight away. Our alternative team of 
Chilean torturers, sorry, phone company 
technicians, love nothing better than to 
receive complaints in the mail. You bet! 
NOTE! all applications are subject to 
review, so make it easy on yourself by in­
cluding any credit cards with your form. 
Special Start Your Membership Now 
offer! 
If you choose to sign up right now then 
Meatloaf will not come into your home and 
abuse your pets for a really long time. He 
will also not stuff an armchair up your nose. 
Isn't this the invitation to a whole world of 
really atrocious music that you've been wait­
ing for? We bet your life it is! 
I am enclosing my credit cards and all 
my worldy possessions so lhal Meatloaf 
doesn't come into my home and abuse 
my armchair. /' m also enclosing my 
neighbours' piggy bank and ring finger 
as a sign of the sincere and deep ap­
preciation I have for the World's Worst 
Record Co., and it's subsidiaries like the 
Chilean Telephone Exchange. If it wasn't 
for companies like these the world would 
be a more musical place today, or was 
lhal yesterday? /love these guys! 
Write in your 50 selections -----
Send my selection in this type of record­
ing (Be sure lo check one) 
0WARPED CASSEITES 
0SCRATCHED RECORDS 
My main musical interest is (check one) . 
OHeavyMelal OSexisl Crap 
0 Thrash Punk 0 Racist Crap 
0 Wall Disney Oluvenile Drivel 
(But/ am never free lo choose from any 
category) 
Send to: 
Worlds Worst Record Co. 
Rock Central, Mail Service 6, The Urals 
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.Joe! Get me 
this KILLER GREELY! 
I'm 9o1·n9 to 
FOR THOSE WHO J'lflSSEP THE SOAT ... 
K i lletr Gtreel� and Mould� 
are Oh the v-un fo I lowing 
a dramatic pr-ison btreak. 
Meanwhile, in New Yor-k, 
the crisis fqcing the Inter­AT THE VlationCll Wr-estlin9 Feder-ation 
T/ TL £ / has deepened. The death of 
• Johnstone� 6� Brainbreaker 
Baker and his brainkreaker 
hold, has created a vacuum 
of contender-s . . .  NOW READ ON •. . 
NEW YORK!? 
Yes/ 
/ 've heard of It! 
Mouldy. 
We're broke! 
If we don't 
get some 
Clot.� gi-l soon ... 
... Then we' I I he in ... 
TEN GALLON 
TROUBLE/ 
I ... I DON T KNOW 
NUTHIN ABOUT ART! 
... BUT .THIS MUST BE ... 
A MASTERPIECE! 
New York's full 
of ga /Jer-/e s! 
We can do q ... 
GALLERY 
HEIST/ 
WHEELS 
& DEALS 
CASINO 
DOUBLE 
ZERO CLUB 
Lose $1000 
Throw again 
CLAYTON'S 
RAIDERS 
Get a favour 
Miss a turn 
LUCKY 
REG'S 
DIAL A BET 
SEIZE A 
SHIPMENT 
Sell ii" on the street 
Receive $1000 
DOUBLE OR 
NOTHING 
Put up some cash 
and flip a coin 
with the Bagman 
RIPPED 
OFF 
Pay $1000 
Throw again 
BRIBE 
CUSTOMS 
OFFICERS 
Pay $1000 
JACKPOT 
PARLOUR 
In line for a win 
Get $1000 
TOP SCORE 
TRACKSIDE 
CAFFEINE 
SUPPU-ES 
OOPS! LOST 
THE SWAB 
Get 1 favour from 
each player 
LEGS 11 
You have a 
lucky break 
Win $1000 
PROTECTION 
TIME 
Pay $500 for each 
of your rackets 
THE 
BAGMAN 
Collect your cut 
THE JUDGE 
Pay 2 favours 
Or roll a die 
for tl)e verdict 
CORRUPTION 
INQUIRY 
If you protect 
a racket go to 
the Judge 
MEDIA 
EXPOSE Take over a racket IIOiiiiiiiiiiiiii;p;;;;;p;;;p;;PI 
of your choice Puffin' on the writs 
Free 
BUSTED 
Your locker is 
full of heroin 
Lose 1 favour 
lose 2 favours 
GIVE A 
COKE PARTY 
Get 1 favour from 
each player 
THE 
PREMIER 
Collect favours 
POLICE 
MINISTER 
Collect favours 
INTERNAL 
INQUIRY 
Pay 1 favour 
for a whitewash 
TOTAL THE 
PATROL 
CAR 
Pay 1 favour 
Collect y< 
Pay $500 fl 
of your rc 
VERB 
TROU 
MA� 
Get 1 f< 
IT'S 
There's a c 
out on 
lie low fc 
STREET 
TALK 
VISIT THE 
S.T.D. 
CLINIC 
Miss a turn 
CAUGHT IN 
CHILD SEX 
RING 
Lose 1 favour 
LOANSHARK 
BITES 
Pay $1500 
Throw again 
YOU'VE G OT 
THE PHOTOS 
Get $1 000 from 
each playE?r 
SLIP SLOP 
SLAP 
Pay $1 CXXl for 
kinky sex and 
throw again 
THE HEIST 
Organise a 
warehouse job. 
Get $1000 
STAN DOVER 
Take over a racket 
of your choice 
Free 
.I 
You probabl� pia� 
1 this �arne alread�. 
Corruption happens everywhere. 
Even next door in that shop you always thought sold Venus Flytraps. 
Behind the clean facade of any born-again city, you can wander the sleazy downtown environs 
where hoodlums and gangland bosses run rackets in VICE, GAMBLING, CRIME and DRUGS. 
Your police badge is the passport into the underworld. It gets you in the back door of illegal 
casinos, "non-existent" brothels, and lots of other fun places. There's a lot of villany going down. 
You can turn a blind eye if you want, and pick up some spare cash. Why not? 
Soon, you'll be playing the system, with a couple of good earners on your turf. And every time 
you pass the Bagman, he slips you a wad. Take it. It's yours. 
Get into trouble? You can get out of it easily by cashing in a favour or two. There's plenty more 
being handed out down at the Premier's Office. Or why not pay a visit to the Police Minister? 
Remember, it's nQt winning that counts; Oh, wait a minute. Somebody just dropped a envolope 
with a thousand dollars in it. I'd better pick it up. Or somebody else will. Maybe you! 
WHAT YOU NEED TO PLAY 
• A distinctive playing piece for 
each player which points in the 
direction of travel around the board. 
• Protection Markers---; A stock of 
about lO small objects for each 
player to mark the properties they're 
protecting. Pick something to reflect 
your style, like paperclips, bottle 
tops or small gold ingots. 
• Money- Use cash for a thrilling 
game. The faint of heart can make 
toy money $500s and $1 OOOs. 
• Favour counters- Matches will 
do quite nicely. 
• One die. 
• No integrity. 
GETTING STARTED 
Each player starts with $2000 and 5 
favours. The Bagman's kitty at the 
start of the game is $20,000 plus 
$5,000 per player, and 15 favours 
plus 5 favours per player. Let the 
player you distrust the least conduct 
the Bagman's transactions as they 
occur. Each player rolls the die and 
the highest score plays firsL Play 
passes in tum counter-clockwise. 
Each player starts from any intersec­
tion, nominates the direction of 
travel, rolls the die and moves the 
number of squares shown. 
YOUR TURN 
At the start of your tum you can buy 
favours from the Bagman. Then roll 
the die and move your marker, con­
tinuing in the direction of your 
previous move. The board will tell 
you to do what a bent cop's gotta do. 
If you land on an intersection, 
choose any direction and throw 
again. 
FAVOURS 
Using favours is how corrupt cops 
deal with their mates and take over 
the protection of lucrative crime 
rackets. A player without favours 
doesn't have much power in a cor­
rupt game. Favours can be: 
• Bought from the Bagman (not 
other players) at the start of your 
tum for $1000 each. 
• Collected from the Premier and 
the Police Minister. 
• Sold to the Bagman for $500 
each, at any time. 
PROTECTING A R ACKET 
Protecting the rackets in the comer 
squares is the way to gain cash and 
favours in this corrupt system. When 
you are protecting a racket, put your 
protection marker on the racket 
square. 
By protecting all three rackets in a 
crime area you have an "industry" 
which gives you more cash, favours 
and security. 
When you land on a racket, there are 
a few choices for action. 
• If the racket is unprotected: Give 
1 favour to the Bagman to take on 
protection. 
• If the racket is protected by 
another player: Either take over 
protection by giving its protector 3 
favours or pay the protector $500. 
Double these payments if the racket 
is part of an "industry". 
• If the racket is protected by you: 
Collect $500 from the Bagman 
($1000 if part of your "industry"). 
You can give up protecting a racket 
at any time and get 1 favour from 
the Bagman. 
THE B AGMAN 
The Bagman holds the cash and 
favours of the Premier, the Police 
Minister, the Police Commissioner 
and of course the Bagman himself. 
His job is to receive and pay out on 
their behalf. He also recieves all 
penalties of money and favours that 
are not paid to other players. 
If the Bagman runs out of either 
money or favours while paying you 
off, bad luck, that's all you get. 
When you pass the Bagman, receive 
$1000 per racket you protect 
(double where you protect the "in­
dustry"). 
THE POLITICIANS 
When you pass the Premier or the 
Police Minister, receive 1 favour per 
racket you protect. (double where 
you protect the "industry"). 
PRISON 
When you are sent to prison you 
miss three turns. Of course the early 
release scheme is flexible ... Give 
the Bagman 1 favour for each tum 
you don't want to miss and off you 
go. You are released from prison 
onto the intersection of your choice. 
The Bagman stakes you $1000. 
Move in any direction. 
PAYING DEBTS 
If you owe money or favours you 
must settle immediately. 
If you run out of favours, give up 
protection of rackets for 1 favour 
each from the Bagman. When you 
have no rackets or favours, pay 
$1000 for each favour you owe. 
If you run out of cash, give 1 favour 
instead of each $500 you owe. 
WINNING & LOSING 
When you have no rackets, favours 
or cash you are out of the game. 
When everyone else is out of the 
game, you win. You then control the 
city, with plenty of favours and 
payouts ... and no sign of an Inquiry. 
When the Bagman runs out of both 
cash and favours, the gam·e ends. 
Each player cashes in their rackets 
and favours (rated at $1000 each) 
and the player with the most cash 
wins and skips the country. 
COP THIS 
It's an exciting life being a corrupt 
cop. When you land on a "Cop This" 
square, roll the die twice and then 
combine the result. E.g., rolling a 
"2" and a "6" gives you "26". See if 
the result makes your day. 
11 Challenge! Pick a player and 
both throw the die. High score 
takes over other's protected 
rackets 
12 Call from the Boss. Go to the 
Police Headquarters 
13 You're dead. You blew the 
whistle, now you're out of the 
game 
14 A matter of honour. Pick a player 
and both throw the die. High 
score takes all other's favours 
15 Named in police inquiry. Lose 
half your favours 
16 Grassed by informant. Go to 
judge 
21 Assigned to Vice Squad. Go to 
Cuddles 
22 Throw a party at Cuddles. Get a 
favour from all players protect­
ing rackets 
23 "They have the photos". Pay 
.$! 000 to each vice racket 
protector 
/ 
24 Find the brothel client books. 
Each player rolls die and pays 
you $500 x die 
25 Promotion time. Pay Bagman 1 
favour and go to any unprotected 
racket 
26 Caught selling kiddie porn. Go 
to Judge 
31 Assigned to Licensing branch. 
Go to any unprotected racket 
32 Fail to find casinos. Get 3 
favours from each player protect­
ing a gambling racket 
33 Mysterious $2000 win at the 
Double Zero Club. Pay a favour 
to Bagman 
34 Gamble fever! Pick a player and 
both throw the die. High score 
takes all other's money 
35 Receive winning betting stubs. 
Get $2000 laundered cash 
36 Caught having coffee with a 
horse. Go to Judge 
41 Assigned to Criminal Investiga­
tion Bureau. Go to Cash Flow 
Laundry 
42 Arrange false name accounts 
with friendly bank. Get 1 favour 
from each player protecting 
rackets 
43 Lose important police file and 
win $1000 on the dogs 
44 Repay loan of $2000 or a 
kneecap operation will make you 
miss 2 turns 
45 Put phone taps on dissidents. Get 
2 favours from Premier 
46 How did you buy that Surfer's 
penthouse? Go to Judge 
51 Assigned to Drug Squad. Go to 
Golden Triangle Imports 
52 Big PR campaign. Bust small 
drug users. Roll die for favours 
from Commissioner 
53 That's a very high price to pay 
for alfalfa. Give $1000 to 
Bagman 
54 Take 2 kilos of castor sugar to 
the evidence room. Your cut is 
$2000 
55 Join the "right" political party. 
Get 2 favours from each player 
protecting a racket 56 The missing kilo is found in your 
locker. Go to the Judge 
61 Key witness disappears. Receive 
1 favour from each player 
protecting rackets 
62 It's Xmas. Go to Bagman 
63 The press is on to you. Roll dice 
and lose favours shown to 
Bagman 
64 Vendetta! Go to any protected 
racket and take over without 
payment 
65 Take over the nearest protected 
racket for $3000 
66 Find God. Give all favours and 
rackets to the Bagman. Dis­
tribute your money among the 
players 
RISKY BUSINESS 
When you land on a "Risky Busi­
ness" square you do a little job on 
the side. Roll the die_and see how it 
goes. 
I Things go very wrong. Lose a 
racket and go to Judge 
2 No honour among thieves. Lose 
a racket and $1000 
3 It's a set up. Give the Bagman I 
favour for the tip off 
4 Doctor your diary. Get one 
favour from any other player 
5 Job goes off without a hitch. Get 
2 favours from the Bagman 
6 You're going up in the world. 
Receive $1500 from the Bagman 
and take over protection of a 
racket of your choice for free 
Corruption e 1988. This game cannot be 
reproduced without the permission of the 
Big Players at Cane Toad Times, a wing 
of Toad Holdings Pty. Ltd. 
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T he Empire was emptying patrons on to the footpath as I drove past. He hailed me with an uncertain gesture. "Geez, you'd have to be 
lucky, driver. I said to meself as I saw ten o'clock, a 
man' d have to be fuckin' lucky. I bet Sid ten bob I'd 
get a cab soon as I walked out the door, and then I 
saw you. A man' d have to be lucky, eh driver?" 
"Where are you going?" 
"Eh? Where am I goin'? Fuckin' home, eh? Fuckin' 
HOME!" 
''Yeah, yeah, but where' s home?" 
"Moorooka!" 
I should have guessed. Some of them think there's 
only one taxidriver in Brisbane. You can almost hear 
them thinking: ''You took me home last night - what, 
have you forgotten the way or somethin'?" 
He was neatly dressed, but he gave off a combined 
odour of stale sweat and cheap plonk. He snuggled 
into a ball on the front seat and seemed to be asleep 
when we were only halfway across the Story Bridge. 
Just as well, I thought. I knew the tendency of people 
who live in Moorooka to whinge while riding in 
taxis. They whinge because the distance from town is 
too great, the fares too much. Or they whinge because 
you round corners too sha!ply or drive too fast. In 
truth, Moorooka at this time of night was always as 
dead as a drover's dog with distemper, and you 
always wanted to get in and out of it as fast as you 
could. There's an old taxidriver's saying: if you haye 
to drive to Moorooka, the best fare is either a parcel 
(you can insult it all you like and it doesn't talk back), 
or a sleeping passenger (it doesn't talk at all). 
I realised I had made the awful mistake of letting 
my Moorookan fall asleep before getting the essential 
address. But it was too late now. I would stop in the 
heart of Moorooka, rouse him sharply, and ask him 
where he lived. At least, that plan offered the 
prospect of a peaceful drive for fifteen minutes or so. 
"Don't come in here, you little bastard!" He was 
awake, and staring at the floor of the cab. I jumped. 
"What?" 
"Don't come in here you little ... waster ... Don't 
worry driver, I won't tell your fellas." 
"What are you talking about, mate?" I'd driven 
loonies before. 
"That's what she'll say, eh, what do you reckon? 
She'll hear the cab pull up, the porch light'll be on 
inside five seconds, and you'll see her there, lookin' 
out through the louvres ... Waitin' ." 
''Yeah, but what did you mean about not tellin' my 
fellas?" 
"Eh? Your fellas wouldn't like it, would they?" 
"Like what?" 
"Hey, just fuckin' drive, driver. I'll ask the 
questions!" 
"I'm sorry, sir," I said in my best official voice, "I was 
just trying to make conversation. There's no call for 
insults." 
''Yeah, yeah, sorry mate, it was just a joke. I used to 
make a lot of jokes. Forgive me, sire." He did his best 
to make a crude parody of an Elizabethan bow, 
slumped as he was in the front seat of the taxi. But his 
head hit the dashboard, and as he flung out his right 
hand, it hit the gear selector and put us in neutral. 
"Okay, mate, just take it easy," I said as I put the car 
back in drive. We were only halfway down Main 
Street. So much for a peaceful journey to Moorooka. 
. Kangaroo Point was quiet. A few splashes of light 
from the tourist motels, and not much traffic. It isn't 
only Moorooka that shuts down at ten o'clock. My 
passenger was quiet again, lightly snoring, his head 
drooping closer and closer to the window. When I got 
to Moorooka I would have to make the tedious 
decision of whether to return straight to the city or 
cruise the suburbs, looking for a fare. There was a 
good late-night hamburger joint out that way, I 
remembered. Maybe I was hungry. 
"Get out of here, you pisspot, you aren't worth a 
pinch of shit!" 
"Who are you talking about?" I asked, although it 
was obvious. I was still trying to make conversation. 
''The old lady. It's alright driver, I won't tell your 
fellas. I'm just rehearsin'. I'n that right? You gotta 
have rehearsals, driver." 
"Why?" 
"'Cause each man in his life plays many parts." 
''That's Shakespeare," I said. 
''Too fuckin' right it's Shakespeare. I know me 
fuckin' Shakespeare. Great stage of fools, every man's 
a stage ... you drunk bastard, she'll say, and I'll walk 
in and put the kettle on, and 'i'll say what's eatin' you 
tonight? This is what's gonna happen, driver, I'm 
. tellin' you straight. Look, I can show you the fuckin' 
script!" 
He picked up the street directory from the space on 
the seat between us. 
''There it is, driver," he declaimed, thumping the 
cover of the Refidex, "J Arthur Rank presents Vincent 
the Magnificent in .. . what'll we call it, driver? 
Vincent the Magnificent in ... 'Friday Night on the 
Piss'. Anyway, I don't care. I'm past carin'. She'll say 
don't come in here you little bastard. Get out, you 
pisspot! You drunk bastard." 
He got away from the idea of the script, dropping 
the street directory back on the seat, but kept up the 
recitation of his wife's lines. He invoked new ones, 
reiterated the ol� ones, shuffled them, rearranged 
them, and fired them at me. 
''You drunk bastard. You haven't got the brains of a 
louse." 
The cab became a rehearsal room for a kitchen sink 
drama. I began to feel that he was the 'old lady' and I 
was him. I was standing on the front porch and she 
was abusing me. · 
''You mongrel. You needn't think you're sleepin' 
with me. You had your chance . .. you had your 
bloody chance." 
I was laughing inside at the absurdity of the 
situation and at the ingenuity of this actor's 
improvisation. A smile must have appeared on my 
face, for, as I caught his eye, he stopped dead, staring 
right through me. His look said: get off my stage, this 
is my role, this is my tragedy. Don't ridicule me. 
I felt something like remorse. He went quiet and 
stared straight ahead. As we reached the lights at 
Annerley Junction, a soft rain began to fall. I 
wondered if I should apologise to my passenger for 
what might have seemed callous laughter. I looked 
over at him, unsure of what to say, but I sensed that 
whatever hurt or embarrassment I had caused him 
had passed. His mood had mellowed. The slow 
action of the windscreen wipers created a new 
atmosphere. We were both immersed in our own 
thoughts for a while. I suddenly didn't mind the idea 
of driving to Moorooka. It was a sort of atonement. 
Strange, the way he'd called himself Vincent the 
Magnificent in his little script, as though he'd used 
the title before. He was familiar with it. 
"Who's Vincent the Magnificent?" I asked. 
''Vincent the Magnificent, driver, is none other than 
this little pissed fowl beside you on the seat. You are 
enjoying the privilege of driving home to Moorooka, 
City of Brisbane, the one and only Vincent the 
Magnificent. That was a long time ago." 
"How long?" 
"Before you were born. The travelling show. The 
show's the thing, whereof I'll catch the conscience or 
the king." 
Hamlet, I almost said aloud. 
"They always told you: go to Sydney if you want to 
make a career on the stage. Never make it big here ... 
never make it big here ... Ah! It'd give you the shits." 
He fell quiet. Wide awake now, but silent, he 
watched the familiar landmarks of Ipswich Road sail 
past, occasionally emitting a grunt or a gurgle. Then 
as we turned into Beaudesert Road on the final leg of 
our journey, I heard a sigh of resignation. 
"Moorooka!" he mouthed, with a sort of loathing. 
''Been livin' here thirty-six fuckin' years in a brick 
shithouse." 
My attitude to this sleepy suburb was being turned 
on its head. I always thought Moorooka residents 
enjoyed living here, enjoyed whingirig at taxidrivers, 
enjoyed dumping you here in the middle of the night 
with no prospect of a . return fare. But I was 
discovering the real truth, the tortured soul behind 
the innocent facade. Was Vincent typical of the 
people who were asleep all around us as we drove 
through these jacaranda-lined streets? Did they all, 
like him, resent living here? Were they waiting for the 
chance to escape? 
"Jugglin', unicycle, disappearin' tricks. I used to do 
all the vaudeville routines. I was top of the bill at the 
Theatre Royal after the war. I used to get offers from 
Sydney." 
"Why didn't you take ' em?" I asked. 
"I · was gonna. I almost did. Then I thought, 
dhaa! ... " 
I pulled up outside his house. The porch light came 
on, and the louvres opened. · 
"Clockwork," he muttered to himself as he paid the 
fare. "Keep it. Nice talkin' to you, driver." �25 
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Grass Wars is 
another installment in 
Clifford Clawback' s 
novel of Queensland 
corruption. In this issue 
the action moves to the 
far north where two 
seemingly unrelated 
events show up the 
priorities of the 
Queensland police. While 
an "honest" Irish cop is 
gunned down like an 
animal by a dntg dealer 
with connections, a 
helicopter task force raids 
a commune and burns 
down a hippy village in 
the hope of finding a 
marihuana plant. 
I t is four o'clock in the morning. There is a hint of sun on the horizon, but the stars are still bright up on the Atherton Tableland. The sun is just 
bubbling beneath the surface, waiting for the 
moment it can abolish the dark rule of the night and 
bring clarity and light back to the world again. 
So is Detective Sergeant Jack O'Connor, policeman 
and party member, National of course, pillar of the 
community and generally recognised as a good guy. 
. He feels a deep sense of purpose as he pushes his 
Falcon 500 across the ·Tableland. He knows all the 
compromises necessary to be a successful 
Queeensland cop but he's still enough of a human 
being to recognise that. This morning he's going to 
do something that'll make all those compromises 
seem worthwhile. 
He's made good time out of Cairns. A born 
conciliator, he is equally at home singing "Faith of 
Our Fathers" with the Holy Name Society or 
something a little raunchier at the Masonic Lodge, 
equally comfortable giving evidence before the 
Supreme Court or tossing the pennies at the Anzac 
Day two-up school.This is his bit of the Sunshine 
State and he knows his way around it. 
This morning he has an important job to do. He's 
cleaning up his turf. Not the little fish. Maloney can 
fart around doing the Premier's bidding cleaning up 
the hippies for a couple of plants if he likes. That's 
alright for a brown-tongue who wants to get his 
name in the papers. But the real issue to a cop trying 
to live up here is the industry of scum that sharks like 
Rick Scalini attract. Scalini can pay off the rat pack 
down in the big city but the rat pack aren't up here 
living with the human garbage working for the drug 
barons. 
Sure Scalini's got connections, a relative in 
Parliament who's part of the new money push in the 
party. That might impress this year's crop of brown­
tongues on George Street, but it's not going to work 
up here. Jack's got connections in the party a lot older 
and a lot deeper than anything Scalini can toss up. 
He should have been tired after driving all night but 
he is alert. Scalini's farm is close. O'Connor can feel 
the adrenaline. His hand moves to check the butt of 
his service revolver on the seat beside him. He 
thumbs the safety off, and returns his hands to the 
wheel. He is on the outskirts of Mareeba. The town 
lights are just in sight when he notices the detour 
sign ahead. 
He slows a little, wary, but there is no reason to be 
really suspicious. There is always some roadwork 
going on in the marginal electorates. 
The Falcon takes the detour at speed and O'Connor 
works hard to keep control of the car as it twists 
through the bush. Suddenly there is a tree across the 
road. Blokes with shotguns are standing in the 
shadows. 
"This looks like a welcome p�" Jack says to 
himself. Who's tipped Scalini off? No-one knows he's 
out here. He decides that the best form of defence is 
·attack and guns the car. He aims it at the gunman at 
. the thinner end of the tree. The guy jumps out of the 
way and the car crunches on the tree and jams, 
wheels coughing dirt. He shuts down the motor and 
flips off the lights, making ready to ease open the 
door when shotgun pokes in the passenger window. 
Another appears at the drivers side and jabs into his 
neck. More shadowy figures are emerging from the 
scrub. There is a pause just long enough for Jack 
O'Connor's eyes to adjust- to the p�awn gloom 
and for him to feel a deep sense of betrayal. In the 
darkness inside the car his hand eases over the 
handle of his revolver. 
Rick Scalini appears from the bushes. He is 
resplendent in a fine black coat. A gentleman's coat. 
Jack O'Connor concentrates on the incongruity of the 
dope dealer's attire to keep his mind off the real and 
present dangers that face him. 
Scalini leans past the gunsel on the driver's side and 
breathes into O'Connor's face. ''Nice gun you've got 
there, Mr Policeman. Give me a look. Wouldn't want 
you to hurt yourself. " Jack pauses just long enough 
for Scalini's men to get impatient. The shotgun 
bashes into his temple. Blood starts to flow into his 
eye as he pulls out the gun. Now Scalini has it and is 
it pointing back at it's owner. 
'1 want to have a little talk," Scalini says. O'Connor 
relaxes a little, maybe there is a way out of this yet. 
Scalini puts the revolver to Jack's nose. 
"So this is the famous nose that's been nosing 
around like a bush pig looking for grubs. Somt!times 
the pig finds something like an ants nest and he gets 
his pokey little nose stung," Scalini says. 
"How many times have you had to fuck Maloney's 
boys up the arse to find out I was coming, dirt bag?" 
O'Connor says. 
The gun comes·down hard on O'Connor's nose, and 
he winces with the pain. Scalini pulls back, friendly 
now that he's drawn first blood. 
'1 heard all about your little private investigation 
into my affairs, Jack. You coulda come to me and I· 
woulda told you all that shit and much better. Much 
fucking better. No, no, no, you had to sneak around 
and make an issue out of everything when you only 
had to ask for your share." 
O'Connor realises that he hasn't been holding up 
his end of the conversation. '1t's funny how these 
mistakes happen," he says. The shotgun bashes into 
his head ag:l.in. For the first time it occurs to 
O'Connor how deep he is in. These lunatic peasants 
could kill him. For the first time he is angry. 
"So it's a yes/no answer, Jack," Scalini says, almost 
like a game chow host. 
O'Connor waits, letting the anger bite deeper. 
Scalini waits, almost politely, giving the contestant 
ten seconds. 
Eventually Scalini says: "So what is it, do you want 
part of the action?" 
O'Connor looks down the tunnel of Scalini's world .  
He sees turds like Maloney at the end of it. He hasn't 
got this far to start liking the taste of shit on his 
tongue. He anger boils up inside him, and chokes 
him. "Fuck you, you dirty wog," he spits out. 
"Tsk, tsk, tsk," Scalini prances about with knowing 
looks to his henchmen. "It all comes out now." He 
turns to O'Connor again. "I suppose I can take that as 
a no, you pale, flabby, white arsehole," he says, 
holding the gun to the policeman's face. 
O'Connor finally brings his anger under control 
long enough to compose a complete sentence. 
"You might buy those other bastards," he says, "But 
you can't buy .... " He can't finish the sentence because 
Scalini has pushed his very own, standard police 
issue revolver into his mouth. 
''Yeah, enough of that crap," Scalini says. "Maloney 
said you were a nuisance but you're just a piece of 
dirt, here today and gone tomorrow and who gives a 
fuck. You're totally out of your 
·
league."· 
· 
O'Connor looks at the hate in Scalini's eyes and 
then looks past him to the horizon. The sun is rising. 
Its first few rays are green. There is an eerie, emerald 
still over that verdant tableland. 
Scalini pulls the trigger. A shot rings out. Blood and 
brain splatter the back seat and the rear window of 
the Falcon 500. The deed is done. Surprisingly, 
Scalini's coat is untouched by the gore. He lifts 
O'Connor's now limp hand and carefully clamps it 
around the gun. He pays special attention to the 
placement of the finger on the trigger. 
'1 hear he was a very depressed man, the stress of 
the job," Scalini jokes as he walks away from the car, 
his men already obliterating all evidence of their 
presence . 
T. hose same green rays wash over Bunya Bay, the ramshackle collection of huts and shacks along the sandy, shady tropical beach two 
hundred kilometres to the north. 
Here the children of the earth struggle to live in . 
harmony with nature, singing and swimming, 
dancing around the fire under the ever-changing 
phases of the moon. Here at Bunya Bay the outcasts 
of the Aquarius generation have at last found a place 
where they really can do their own thing far from the 
prying eyes of the straights. 
People who don't have the social skills or desire to 
deal with the communes of Nimbin have a home far 
from roads, shops and expectations under the 
patronage of Old Jack, who had the foresight in the 
thirties to take out a mining lease on the area. After 
living in the wilderness for forty years, Old Jack is 
happy with the company, people with as much 
disgust for the rat race as him. 
Unfortunately, and after much discussion, the only 
protein the children of nature felt they were ethically 
. allowed to take from the surrounding bush is feral 
pig and they weren't always the healthiest 
specimens. All right, there are some health problems 
associated with the lifestyle, but then compared with 
working in a stress zone like an office or factory, 
Bunya Bay is positively healthy. 
1 
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Taylor isn't in Bunya Bay for his health. Back in the 
hills he has a dozen little plots of the finest high 
grade marihuana. They are set out in a way so that 
even if one or two plots are discovered, the rest is 
safe. 
Taylor wakes at first light because of the noise. He 
looks outside his shack and wonders why he is 
awake so early. He turns over and is about to go back 
to sleep when he realises there is something wrong. 
There is no noise. Normally the birds would be 
chirping and the roosters crowing. As he lays in bed, 
Taylor becomes aware of a dull hum. 
It becomes a throbbing. Taylor sits bolt upright and 
looks out to sea. There are patrol boats steaming 
straight for the beach and further out there are 
dragonflies on the horizon. The throbbing becomes 
more distinct and Taylor realises that they are 
helicopters. Taylor leaps out of bed, pulls on his 
clothes and grabs a loaf of bread baked around the 
camp fire the previous evening. He runs out the back 
of the shack and bolts into the bush. This is no time 
for heroics or standing around while the police or 
army or whoever is visiting in force ask boring 
questions. 
By now the· throb of the choppers and boats are 
stirring the slumbers of the other residents of Bunya 
Bay. They look out of their windows and from under 
their sheets_ to see men jumping from the choppers 
· and boats onto the beach. By the time they pull on 
their jeans and sarongs, the men are at their doors. 
"Out of bed, you slack hippies," the men shout as 
they barge into the shacks. "Everyone down to the 
beach" they cry as they begin to knock over jars of 
grain and flour. 
The gentle people of Bunya Bay begin to plead with 
the men. 
"Have you got a warrant?" demands Saffron Sue, 
putting her three weeks of legal training to good use. 
One of the men grumbles inaudibly as he knocks 
over a row of preserves. 
"Fair go, mate," says Rainbow Rob, "that's our 
tucker." 
"We're looking for drugs," the other man says. "We 
don't need a warrant and we can do whatever we 
want. Now get down to the beach, you fucking 
hippies." 
As Sue and Rob leave their shack they can hear their 
lives being systematically destroyed behind them. 
Down at the beach everyone has got the same story. 
Two policewomen in uniform are working their way 
through the growing crowd, taking names. 
"But we haven't done anything" Sue complains 
when asked her name. 
"There are a lot of drugs going through here," says 
the policewoman. "We are just trying to stop the 
trade." 
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"What utter crap," Rob says. "You are just here to 
persecute us because we don't have lawnmowers." 
"You are trespassing on Crown Land here," says the 
other policewoman, " and the party is over." 
"We are not trespassing," someone from the back of 
the crowd shouts. 
"That's right," says Sue, suddenly much more 
certain of her rights, "we're guests of Old Jack who 
has got the mining lease on this area. 
The policewoman stands there uncertainly. They 
don't know anything about mining leases. Then 
another cry comes from the back of the crowd. 
"Fire," they shout. "The huts are on fire." 
The policewoman cannot control the crowd as they 
rush back to their huts. They are too late. The cops 
have already set all the shacks on fire. It tickles its 
way through the little settlement, burning food, and 
books and beds. A pall of black smoke rises above 
Bunya Bay. Old Jack stumbles through the flames, 
waving his mining lease. 
"What are you bastards doing? This is my land and 
you have no permission to be here." 
Dectective Superintendent Terry Maloney feels it is 
time to exert his authority. He crash tackles Old Jack, 
a man something more than twice his age. 
"I'll do you for carnal knowledge, you old bastard," 
Maloney says as he puts his knee into Old Jack's 
kidneys. He looks around and sees that his actions 
are under close observation by about twenty hippies. 
"Get all those hippies back down to the beach. 
The1re all under arrest/' Maloney shouts and 
despite protests, the cops bully the hippies back 
down to the beach. 
Names are taken again and small groups of the 
former residents of Bunya Bay are herded onto each 
of the patrol boats. Back in Cairns the children of the 
earth are confronted with their less than perfect pasts. 
Old warrants are dusted off, missing persons reports 
are reviewed and a grand total of two earth children 
are charged with the possession of a prohibited plant. 
Old Jack's mining lease is suddenly subject to review 
by the Mining Warden's Court which finds that since 
he hasn't mined anything in over forty years, his 
lease lapses. 
Bunya Bay was over. Taylor watches the smoke 
from a ridge a couple of kilometeres inland. He gives 
things a couple of days to cool down and then goes 
back to the camp. He kicks through the ashes, finds a 
couple of usable cans though the labels are burnt off 
and picks up a charred copy of the I Ching. He sits in 
the ash and cries. He will still bring in the crop but at 
what cost? W hy does the world have to destroy 
everything beautiful and honest and different? 
Slowly he trudges back into the hills, unable to see 
how he can ever change a world so fucked. · 
At last, the whole 
story, only half of which 
was printed in issue #9. 
I t's 7pm and I'm standing on the platform ·at Haadyai Station. In four hours the train will come and take me from Thailand. But four hours 
is forever when you are battling malaria and have 
this enormous throbbing boil on the leg, so when the 
young guy comes up and asks if I'd like to smoke 
some grass I say yes, even though in two and a half 
months in Thailand I've touched no drugs and this 
seems like folly. 
But I follow folly unswervingly through dark alleys 
and muddy lanes to the wooden cottage, dimly lit, 
where I meet his young male friends, who are nice. 
We smile and pretend to chat, and a pipe arrives, 
but suddenly new people appear, the game has 
changed, these newcomers are heavy thugs, a local 
gang, and I see fear in the eyes of my friends. I make 
to leave, but the big man drives me back, hand to my 
chest, to the inner room, where I am made to sit on 
the floor with the others. I am being held against my 
will. 
And now, the young Thai on my right is stroking 
the inside of my thigh, and his friend on the left has 
his hand inside my bag, fingers locked around my 
precious camera. We perform elegant wrestling 
maneouvres behind my back while in the middle of 
the room deft hands load an enormous bamboo bong. 
I secure my camera, and my crotch, but now the bong 
has been lit and is passed straight to me. I can see 
their cold smiles and the trap is obvious. 
Breathe in, ever so lightly, that's what I do, and pass· 
the pipe along. But lo, it passes around the circle in 
mere seconds, for these guys are generous, they are 
saving it all for me. I draw in again, and pretend to 
cough, and they laugh, and the pressure eases a little. 
I look longingly at the window but it's too high to 
jump from, even if I wasn't already stoned. 
But now they start asking questions, in sign 
language, and I get really scared. Do I fight? the big 
guy gestures. Do I screw? his fingers ask. They laugh 
at my non-committal replies and snigger among 
themselves, and I think, how can I dull their interest 
in me? So I cough at the pipe again, and again, and 
then feign drowsiness, and gradually nod off as if 
asleep. 
It seems to work, they talk about other things. I 
wait, I wait half an hour, longer, then suddenly I leap 
up and say 'piss piss' and point to my crotch and the 
big man stops me, but then lets me pass, and heart 
racing, I stumble out onto the veranda, as if to piss, 
but leap instead to the ground, and run, for I am free. 
But it is raining, I fall splat on the concrete outside 
the house. I scramble up, and run blindly into a 
garden and see the wire fence just in time to leap 
over and there past the dripping shrubs is a 
verandah. I dive bel)eath it and curl into a ball in the 
wet mud, while rain drips between the planks onto 
my face. 
For almost an hour I wait, straining to hear footfalls 
or calls through the evening drizzle. Nothing. I crawl 
out, peer around; then slide through the fence and . 
sprint, the two blocks to the train station, expecting at · 
every turn gangs of Thais to spring from the dark 
walls. 
But I make the station and there are people and 
safety and luggage and soldiers. I hose the mud from 
my clothes and reflect. I have lost my thongs but 
saved Ir\Y camera, and maybe my life even. I wander 
into the ticket office where some bored soldiers call 
me over and suddenly I realise how very stoned I am. 
"We are after communists," they tell me. 
"I am a communist," I joke. A rifle is jerked up 
against my belly and the safety catch clicked back. 
But they are joking. We all laugh. 
P ayola" flashed three times overhead, as I ducked under the low level neon sign. "Even the Industry isn't safe from these born-again 
entrepreneurs", I thought as an elderly punk ground 
her ·stiletto into my bubbling foot. "Look out 
motherfucker!" I yelped. The pain shot out of my foot 
towards a couple of battle-scarred rodents vying for 
territory at the Expo taxi rank. 
Kylie, a reformed stockbroker I used to jog with, 
waltzed around the comer with a Synchronicity 
shopping trolley stacked with four-track mixers, 
. reverb units, a Marshall amplifier head and back 
issues of Business Review Weekly. 
· 
"Been stealing again, eh?" I nudged her shabby-yet­
fashionable dress. But she didn't understand my 
.· allusion to pre-Countdown economic fable. ''Never 
mind. Just keep orbiting the dollar." 
"Somebody ought to put me away," she rasped. The 
sarcasm flew right over my head and into the back of 
a molten police paddy-wagon, which was dripping 
with high-tech sincerity. 
We had just been to "Le Club Rip Off' for some of 
their infamous Mt Olympus mushroom soup, a 
sturdy broth designed to enhance the Pan in all of us. 
Possibly because it was Poet's Pnight, ''Le Club Rip 
Off" stank of garlic and apprehension, so we decided 
to investigate "Payola". This nightclub was worth the 
twenty-five dollars admission and the patronising · 
scrutiny of the bouncers, just to witness the Friday 
Night Meatmarket, where people hustle for 
meaningful relationships and perforated eardrums. 
This is where Dow Jones met Emmanuelle and the 
Dream time met the Corporate Colossus. 
After ditching the three wheel shopping trolley, 
Kylie and I edged past the hormone-fed bouncers, 
paid the bucks, got the stamp (pretty green) and 
started our descent. These nightclubs always seem to 
be underground, down about a million tricky steps. A 
bastard if your brain resembles marshmallow, rotting 
lentils or Keating's mini-budget. So we got down -
down amongst the pounding decibels, the gardenia 
incense, the spilled perfume and the intoxicated desk 
jockeys. My stained glass advertising heroes were hip 
. hopping to a Questionable Ethics cover by some 
blowdryer band. A dazzling blue neon $ had 
hypnotised the first hash casualties of the night as a 
· couple of solo sailors grappled with each other and 
Destiny. Zen vibrations were everywhere and 
nowhere. At once cruel, yet kind. Hard, yet soft. I 
went for a piss. 
Phillip Adams Clone was comforting a cuaracao, a 
Dale Carnegie photograph and my date. 
"Kylie, I larved your smile, but winter trees .bark 
rather loud." (The rat breath had been to Poet's· 
Pnight.) Kylie returned the compliment using the 
secret code. . 
"You've got a lot of nerve to defy street credibility!" · 
She hadn't sounded so dramatic since the night the 
C�rebral Squad raided MacDonald's for underage 
th1nkers and they confiscated her Cognition Card. 
"Not much Sincerity around these days?!" mused 
P.A. Clone. 
"No, though I saw her outside disguised as 
Authority," I said pretending familiarity with their 
semantic semiotics. 
"You know!" started Kylie, but she was interrupted 
by a contract public servant who was wearing an 
original costume. 
"Hi! I've just come from denouncing the Phonies. 
Would you like to share a Fitzgerald Cocktail or a 
suspect statistical methodology?" the servant and his 
embossed gnomeskin attache case said in frequency 
modulated stereo unison. 
"No thanks," Kylie and I replied in mock 
counterpoint. "We have just noticed Syd and Nancy 
over by the All Ordinaries Index. Got to catch up on 
some exploitation gossip. See you at the super 
payout." 
vye dived through an eon of sounds, smells, 
. gnmaces and slurred quotes to chat to the celebrated 
pair. Unfortunate]� both Syd and Nancy were feeling 
a bit nauseous after devouring a few too many free 
thinking fire crackers. 
"Should've gone easy on the Anarchy," I ventured, 
trying to break the ice and seem cool (?) at the same 
time. 
"Yes," they responded, obviously somewhere else. 
''Do you think we can make it to Further?" I tried 
again, slightly concerned · by Syd's waning 
complexion. Just then, a DNA double-helix exploded 
in the comer of the nightclub. Some people are 
careless. 
''No worries mate!" Nancy exclaimed. She'd done 
some PCP and was now confident and firing, like a 
National Party dictator's chainsaw. Luckil� she only 
had safety pins. 
"The music industry is a facade and I feel ill," Syd 
gasped, clutching his marquisite swastika. "Must've 
been something The Fucking System gave me." 
T.F. System was philosophising to nobody in · 
particular about market sectors and music as high 
· energy expression, when he heard all of this and 
came waddling over in the manner of a bloated boy 
scout. 
"I didn't give a thing to anybody," T.F. System 
muttered from under our table. He was looking for a 
demo tape of his ideals, which had fallen out of his 
Iron Underpants leather jacket, when he was doing 
the Status Quo Tango. '1 might have given them a 
bum deal, but shit, what are consumers for?" T.F., like · 
his mate Education, believed that his amazing I.Q. 
legitimised his existence. 
About that time, I caught a glimpse of the ghost of 
James Marshall Hendrix harassing the magnanimous 
Fred Nile, purveyor of Light. Fred was at "Payola" 
preparing a sixty-nine part mini-series on late night 
shopping. Kylie didn't like the look of The Fucking 
System's Iron Underpants, so we pushed our way 
over to the left-handed guitarist and the right hand of 
God. The caucasian was copping a verbal lashing. 
"How's your paranoia, baby? Seen any good blues 
movies lately? I've got men on my walls and ducks 
on my mind. Do you know that Armageddon is 
somewhere you get to by car?" Jimi hadn't been so 
vocal since he tripped on a wah wah pedal at 
Rainbow Bridge. Fred however, was a survivor and 
outwitted Jimispeak with Jimispeak. 
''Let us not talk falsely now, the hour is getting 
late," was all Fred said. 
Unfortunately, Mr Nile's retort was too smart and 
too bloody obtuse. 
Everthing began to speed up and spin. It was the 
free enterprise whirlpool out of control and we were 
all getting sucked in. 
K ylie deserted me in that chordless inferno. Said she 
was going to the Ladies'. After that I can't be sure of 
what happened next. I recall a white rabbit being 
eaten by acid rain, then the humming stopped and 
then there was the sound of Zen whispering through , 
the black. 
It was still dark when I awoke in a crumpled pile 
amongst some wet rubbish. I had been sprawled out 
on one side of an inner city alley, somewhere south of 
Tibrogargan. Thunderstorm headlights swam just 
beyond my field of focus, but as hard as I tried, I 
couldn't see clearly. A prostitute handed me my 
spectacles and helped me down the alley to my 
shopping trolley, which was patiently rusting beside 
a smelly industrial bin. Fortunately, my belongings 
were still there: Phantom comics, a bunch of black 
bananas, some old cabbage a half a bottle of Red, a 
packet of stale Sao's, a chipped garden gnome, a few 
cans of Pal, a couple of crumpled up packets of 
Champion Ruby and some Tally-Ho's. Everything 
was soaked and kind of mashed up with my Saint 
· Vincent de Paul blankets. 
"Old man like you shouldn't be out on a wet night. 
Could do with a dry bed. Getcha shit and come with 
me." 
I salvaged the gnome, the Red and the comics and 
splashed into her Pontiac. Down on the Boulevard of 
Broken Dreams, we saw criminals disguised as 
politicians hailing Black and W hite taxi drivers out of 
the windy night. Once past this familiar scene, she 
seemed to relax, 
"Call me Kylie." 
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R ichard the Rhino was decidedly. jaded: it was the usual slow day at the zoo, the few idiot visitors gawking through the bars, offering 
the most meagre of diversions. Grey clouds loitered 
on the comer of the sky. Richard believed videos 
were killing the business with the proliferation: of the 
animal documentary the masses were getting their 
animals at home, no longer venturing to see the real, 
caged thing. Random breath tests weren't helping 
either. 
With this on his mind, Richard sighed, rolled him­
self another smoke, and decided to stretch his legs 
with a stroll to the oceanarium. Sauntering by the 
other cages enroute, he had to admit that some of the 
animals seemed to have let themselves go a little bit 
too much. 
Entering the oceanarium, he nodded at some of the 
familiar, bored faces which aimlessly circled the 
waters of the tank: Stew the stingray, Bazz the ham­
merhead, Mozza the sunfish. On his second circuit, 
Bazz gave Richard a bleary-eyed nod of ack­
nowledgement, and came up to him. 
"Gidda� mate. Haven't seen you round lately. Jeez, 
you missed a bloody good prawn night at the 
Leagues last week- one of the Komodo's 21st." 
"Yeah, I haven't been feeling up to much," replied 
the rhinoceros, truthfully. 
''Hey, there's something here that might buck you 
up, a new lady has hit town. A top sort too - hangs 
out over by the rockecy," he leered, showing the un-
even yellowed teeth. · 
"But you'll have to get past her old man and her · 
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the tank, delicately holding his rose, and swum in the 
direction of the rockery. Juliet was lingering there, as 
usual. 
-
''Hi", he said to her, noticing again close up how 
lovely she was - the soft grey chamois of bet skin 
flushing gently when she saw him. She didn't appear 
to be wearing any makeup - or perhaps e.mployed 
the more natural-style Blackmore products. 
"Oh, hello." Juliet faltered. 
''I bought you this," Richard ventured, handing her 
the rose. 
"Oh" she replied hesitantly, dropping her head in 
gentle confusion. 
This action proved too much for Richard, who im­
petuously made motions to seize her round her 
lovely slim shark waist. 
Juliet, however, lowered her head further, shaking it 
meanfully, saying, "Don't, you mustn't." 
''Listen," she said after a moment to the stalled 
rhinoceros, ''There's something you should know. I'm 
already in a relationship. It's been arranged. He's 
coming here soon." 
''He's a mako," she added, somewhat enigmatically. 
Richard waited, stunned. 
He was about to open his mouth in reply when a 
dark movement from behind the rockery signalled 
the appearance of Juliet's brother, looking mean and 
aggressive. 
"Juliet, you'd better go inside," the brother said 
slowly and meaningfully, staring into Richard's eye. 
His tone, thought Richard, was needlessly provoca­
tive, and he felt somewhat obliged to stand his 
ground. 
''Hey, we were just talking," Richard ventured, 
measuring the brother up, "No harm intended." 
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The brother seemed to take this as a counter­
provocation and edged closer, separating Juliet and 
Richard. Slowly Richard and the brother began cir­
cling each other. Juliet attempted to intervene, ap­
pealing to each of them to stop. 
brother first, they're a bit protective. Why don't you 
give her a whirl?" 
He peered hard at Richard, in a way which unner­
ved him, paused, and Sa.id, "Anyway son, must get 
off to the TAB. See ya!" 
Intrigued with this information, Richard sauntered 
in the direction of the rockery at the other end of the 
tank. He saw Juliet immediately. 
The earth moved. 
Just when the atmosphere was at its most electric, 
the surface tension was broken by a sudden splash 
and frantic thrashing sound on the other side of the 
One evening, Richard joined Bazz at his table in tlie· . tank. 
. Oakes' beergarden. Richard turned to discover that the icecream-toting 
''Hey," the shark leered over his beer ''How are you kid had tumbled into the tank launching Bazz and 
going with the little lady?" 
' two grey �u�ses into � feeding frenzy. Visibly 
Richard, innately cagey with details of his private _ aroused, �uh�t s broth�r. li�gered a m?ment longer 
life even to his best friends, fended this off with a before whippmg off to JOin m the turmml. 
winsome nod and suggestive raising of an eyebrow. Juliet t�ld Rich�rd he had better go, lookin� at him 
''Do yer know her old man's away for a week?" the. �pologetically With .her .blue, sh�rk eyes, .w.hile cast­
oppressive shark continued, "Some university is test- mg looks of mounting mterest m th.e. actiVIty at the 
ing liver-oil function and buoyanrv or something." other end of the tank. Finally, smilmg softly a�d 
. -,
,
. . . wanly, she uttered a last good-bye and swam off m The shark let th1s settle slowly on Richard, sm1rking the direction of the billowing red melee 
with his alarming teeth and helping himself to one of . . . · . . 
Richard's roll-your-owns. Richard, doing his best to Richard watched her go .With resignation. �ntenng 
feign nonchalance at this information, gazed absently the go� carousel, the delicate creature �pphed her­
over the heads of the beergarden's crowded con- s�lf With an unexpected savagery which shocked 
gregation. h1m. 
T he relationship built subtly, yet - to Richard - significantly over the next few weeks. A number of minor assignations occurred near 
the rockery, where Richard would casually linger, 
leaning against the tank with feigned nonchalance, a 
cigarette hanging from the lower parts of his mouth. 
For Juliet's part, her behaviour on these occasions 
was generally coy; holding back, blushing gently and T he next afternoon, straight after the ungulate's making a little shy conversation before moving off. feeding time, Richard set off, freshly scrubbed, Richard started taking better care of himself. His ex- for the oceanarium. Pausing at the zoo's lovely 
As the single, sad, solitary head of an icecream cone 
bobbed past him like debris from some tragic wreck, 
he momentously grasped the fact that the 
relationship had never achieved any real foundation. 
Seeking refuge in the traditional aphorism "Plenty 
more fish in the sea", he climbed out of the tank with 
a slightly broken look - rolling a consolatory 
cigarette. 
istence was somehow elevated, as if some student of floral clock, with a quick look around for the gar­
life had gone over his biography with a citrus-yellow . · dener, he lifted a rose. He entered the oceanarium a 
highlighter. No longer was his life an eternity of couple of minutes later. 
pacing his cage stepping in his own shit._He started On the upper level there was a country-looking 
watching his weight and contemplated night classes couple with a red-headed kid eating an ice-cream 
in Sanskrit. Juliet's casual reference to Ravel's cone, who squashed his face against the tank, pulling 
''Bolero" led him to bone up on classical music - he terrible human faces at the various species. The child 
even contemplated asking her to an ABC evening then stood on tiptoe, hanging his head over the tank 
concert at the Opera House. rim, his wavering .reflection glowering down upon 
But he wanted to be sure of his ground first. He'd · them, teasing them with the chunky expanse of his 
taken a Hippo to the Archibald once, and blundered icecream-white outstretched arm. 
dismally in his conversation on portraiture - this Consoling himself with the thought that at worst, all 
time, there was no room for mistakes. Juliet could say was ''No," Richard carefully-got into 
Richard could never bring himself to go near the 
oceanarium again. Though, a month later he inadver­
tently ran into Juliet's brother at the local squash 
courts. 
United in their mutual dislike of Bazz, the two men • 
eventually played competition squash together for a 
number of years. They won the regional doubles 
competition, B-grade only. But then happiness in life 
depends upon realising its inherent limitations. 
I 
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In Issue Nine 
we ran the second, annual 
Rocking Horse Trivia Quiz • a 
really hard quiz compiled by 
the music researchers in at 
Rocking Horse Records, 158 
Adelaide Street, Brisbane. 
The quiz was so danged hard 
we had to wait two whole 
issues before the winners 
emerged from their dusty 
stacks of wax. 
And here they are. 
First, was Henry Weld 
of Toowoomba, with 433 
points. Second, Steven 
Strochnetter, Aspley, on 404. 
Third, Mark McGregor, 
Woolloongabbba on 388. 
Fourth Michael O'Connell, 
Raleigh Virginia on 335, and 
fifth Brian Weidman, 
Wellington Point, with 243. 
And now- the answers. 
Question 1 • The big things about the bands 
were their records: a) Big Night Music, b) The 
Big Heat, c) Big Lizard in my Backyard, d) Big 
Sexy Land, e) Big Science, f) Big Plans for 
Everybody, g) Big Bam Boom, h) Music from 
Big Pink, i) Big Decision,j) Big on Love 
Question 2 The fishy recording artists were: a) 
Tom Waits, b) The Cure, c) Cap't Beefheart, d) 
Fishbone, e) Shriekback, f) Frank Zappa 
Question 3 Zodiac Mind warp referred to his 
own show as "the foulest show Jim Morrison 
never gave". 
Question 4 The quintuplets were Larry, Barry, 
Gary, Harry, and Nathan Junior, and the bumper 
sticker on Glen E Dot's car read "Caution: I 
drive naked" (4 points) 
Question 4 "Shipbuilding" and "6 months in a 
leaky boat" were about the Falklands War 
Question 6 The recording artists were: a) The 
Rumour, b) The Hard Ons, c) Jefferson 
Airplane, d) Prefab Sprout, e) Micro Disney, f) 
Camper Van Beethoven, g) Gil Scot Heron, h) 
Marc Almond, i) Harry Partch, j) William 
Burroughs, Nick Cave, John Girono etc, k) 
Frank Zappa, 
Question 7 These initials represented: a) World 
of music arts and dance, b) The Sound Of 
Philadelphia, c) True Sons Of Liberty or The 
Summer of Love or Three Scums on LSD, d) 
Millions of Dead Cops or Multi-Death Corp, e) 
Deutsche Amerikanischen Freundshaft, f) This 
is Serious Mum, g) Foetus Art Terrorism, h) Pop 
Will Eat Itself, i) Dirty Rotten Imbeciles 
Question 8 Oral Roberts said" If you don't 
give me $5,000,000 I'll be called home" 
Question 9 Slim Newton and the Wayfarers 
wrote and sang about "the Redback on the toilet 
seat" 
Question 10 Charlene was the crocodile which 
bit its 63 year old owner's arm off in North Qld? 
Question 11 Jones was the cat in Alien and 
Ayatollah was the cat in Diva 
·Question 12 It farted, a lot 
Question 13 The name Sarah Connor was 
shared by the female victims in the Terminator 
Question 14 The songs were Billy, I've Got to 
go to Town, b) He'll have to stay, c) Madonna 
Don't Preach, d) It Wasn't God Who Made 
Ho�y Tonk Angels, e) Judy's Tum To Cry 
Question 15 There was no Quesion 15 
Question 16 Max Yasgur was the owner of the 
Woodstock site 
Question 17 The third well known bimbo was 
Fawn Hall 
Question 18 Rod Radalj 
Questic.->19 The famous mums were: a) Bianca 
Jagger, b) Marsha Hunt, c) Mrs/Ms Robert 
Plant, d) Angela Bowie, e) Paula Yates, f) Grace 
Slick, g) Tammy Wy nette, h) Cher, i) Grail 
Zappa 
Question 20 The movie was Renaldo & Oara 
Question 21 If you had completed the lines, 
you would have said: a) Would you lay back 
down with me, b) But a drunk can't be a man, c) 
Turning blue, d) A bad place to be, e) Drinkin' 
doubles, f) The goalposts of life, g) A beautiful 
day, h) wean me 
Question 22 Frank Zappa played a film critic 
Question 23 The Monkees ended up as 
Dandruff in Victor Mature's hair 
Question 24 Buddy Holly, Stevie Ray Vaughan, 
Omette Coleman, Elvis Presley, T-Bone Walker 
and Willie Nelson were all born in Texas except 
Elvis who was born in Tupelo Mississippi . 
Question 25 The 20th anniversary party was set 
in 1975 
Question 26 Cissy's big secret was that her 
breasts were made of rubber 
Question 27 The musical groups were: a) The 
Reels, b) Severed Heads, c) Creedence 
Oearwater; d) The Saints, e) The Pogues, f) The 
Who, g) Iggy Pop and the Stooges 
Question 28 "Santa never never made it to 
Darwin" and neither did Hoodoo Gurus' "Tojo" 
Question 29 The common project was PIL the 
Album 
Question 30 The movie was Badlands 
Question 31 Motown lives at 2648 West Grand 
Ave, Detroit, Michigan 
Question 32 The lines were sung by: a) 
Howard Devoto, b) Patsy Oine, c) Beatles, d) 
Soft Cell, e) The Rolling Stones, f) Manfred 
Mann, g) Elvis Presley, h) Elvis Costello 
Question 33 No Question 33 either! 
Question 34 The artists were a) ABC, b) 
Johnny Cash, c) Wall of Voodoo, d) That Petrol 
Emotion, e) Replacements 
Question 35 All were the last person to see 
them or with them when they died. They were: 
a) Jimi Hendrix, b) John Lennon, c) Marc 
Bolan, d) Tammi Terrell, e) Natalie Wood, f) Joe 
Orton 
Question 36 Elliot lure ET into the house with 
a trail of M&M's 
Question 37 Belinda Carlisles famous father in 
law was James Mason 
Question 38 Martin Sheen, Anthony Quinn, 
and Matt Dillon all had relatives in Platoon 
Question 39 Ripley had been asleep for 57 
years 
Question 40 The Movies were: a) American 
Werewolf In London, b) Zabriskie Point, c) 
Something Wild, d) Sid & Nancy/Great Rock & 
Roll Swindle, e) Full Metal Jacket/Back To The 
Beach, f) The Hunger, g) Rock & Roll High 
School, h) Texas Chainsaw Massacre, i) Blue 
Velvet, j) Stranger than Paradise, k) It's A 
Wonderful Life, 1) Come Back To The Five & 
Dime Jimmy Dean, I) Repo Man, m) 
Performance, n) Pretty in Pink 
Question 41 The million dollar quartet was 
Elvis Presley, Johnny Cash, Carl Perkins, and 
Jerry Lee Lewis 
Question 42 The cross dressing flies were: a) 
Victor Victoria, b) Some Like It Hot, c) Year of 
Living Dangerously, d) Theatre of Blood, e) 
Pure Hell At St Trinians, f) The Tenant, g) Was a 
male dog called Pal, h) No Way To Treat A Lady 
Question 43 Jim Morrison, Chopin, Balzac and 
Oscar Wilde are all buried at the Pere Lachaise 
cemetery in Paris. 
Question 44 Ronald Reagan's first job was as a 
baseball commentator, for WOC Radio 
Davenport, Texas 
Question 45 In True Stories they celebrated 
"specialness" in Virgil, Texas 
Question 46 Ellie. 
Question 47 The tailpipe of Roger's jet is home 
for a bird 
Question 48 Their real names were: a) James 
Tod Smith, b) Marie Lawrie, c) Ronald 
Wycherley, d) John Mellors, e) Scott Enge� f) 
Curtis Kaheel, g) Vuginia Patterson Hensey, h) 
Ian Fraser Kilminster 
Question 49 The Beehive Capital of the World 
is Baltimore 
Question 50 Elmer Fishpaw's porno movie 
house in Polyester was showing "My Burning 
Bush" 
Question 50 The recording artists were: a) The 
Smiths, b) Dead Kennedys, c) John Lennon, d) 
Little Feat, e) The Cramps, f) The Rolling 
Stones 
Question 52 "A Boy's Life" was the working 
title for E. T. 
Question 53 Ava Gardener in On The Beach 
Question 54 Kirk Douglas was in The Man 
From Snowy River, Mick Jagger was in Ned 
Kelly, Jeremy Irons was in Wild Duck, Matt 
Dillon was in Rebel, Joseph (not Timothy, 
sorry) Bottoms was in High Rollin', Robert 
Mitchum was in The Sundowners, Stacey Keach 
was in Roadgames, Richard Chamberlain, was 
in The Last Wave, Liv Ullman was in Wild 
Duck, Olivia Hussey was in Turkey Shoot, 
Dennis Hopper was in Mad Dog Morgan 
Question 5j The people were: a) Tom T Hall, 
b) Jerry Lee Lewis, c) James Dean, d) David 
Allen Coe, e) George Jones, f) Montgomery 
Oift 
Question 56 "The best bugger on the west 
coast" was in "The Conversation" 
Question 57 The bands were: a) Shy Imposters, 
b) Numbers, c) Flaming Hands, d) Passengers 
Question 58 Their last songs were, ironically, 
a) Celebrate Summer, b) Three Steps to Heaven, 
c) OOHH That Smell also LP was called Street 
Survivors, with the band engulfed in flames on 
. the cover, plus, the flames were only touching 
those that died in the plane crash 
Question 59 The towns were: a) Swindon, b) 
Basildon, c) Auckland, d) Manchester, e) 
Memphis, f) Melbourne 
Question 60. The Saints made a guest 
appearance in "The Saint" 
Question 61 It was a Zuni Doll, so there. 
Question 62 The place was Coney Island 
Question 63 The recording artists were: a) 
Supremes, b) The Drifters/ Carol King, c) 
Yazoo, d) Creedence Oearwater, e) Cheech and 
Chong, f) Aretha Franklin, g) The Fifth 
Dimension 
Question 64 The movies were: Desperate 
Living, Realm of the Senses, Broken Mirrors, 
Seven Beauties, I Spit On Your Grave, 
Mandingo, Shocking Asia, El Topo, Caligula 
Question 65 The Gremlins watched Snow 
White and the Seven Dwarves 
Question 66 Satisfaction (I can't get no) 
Question 67 Heaven 17's - Fascist Groove 
Thang 
Question 68 The osculationists were: a) 
Generation X, b) The Cure, c) Eno/By me, d) 
Sherbert, e) PJ Proby, f) Ian Dury, g) Dave Dee 
Dazey Beaky Mick & Tlch/ American Breed/ 
Painters & Dockers, h) Black Flag 
Question 69 They were: a) Elvis Presley, b) 
!Occ, c) Marie Osmond, d) Jimmy Gilmer, e) 
Jefferson Airplane 
Question 70 She was born Miss Wentworth 
Question 71 Short people wear "platform shoes 
on their nasty little feet"? 
Question 72 Earl Cannenbert & Floyd 
Robertson 
Question 73 A finger 
·Question 74 Lotte Lenya, Rosa Klebb 
Question 75 They changed those names to: a) 
Highway, b) Hunter, c) Road Warrior 
Question 76 Meatloaf's name was Travis W 
Redfish 
Question 77 Tony Bellino was mistaken for 
Berretta (can you believe it?) on a visit to the 
Phillipines 
Question 78 A shop in Hull had a sign saying 
"For Sale- E.T.B.T.G.", b) When spewing into 
the dunny and holding the rim, you are 
driving .... , c) After Boy tronix, a German disco 
band, d) The record store in Oockwork Orange 
has Heaven 17 as its top chart performer, e) 
Group masturbation, as practised by American 
boy scouts 
Question 79 Bonnie knocked Elvis off his 
barstool, Lou Reed slugged David in a 
restaurant, and Nick Kent got on the wrong end 
of Sid's chain belt 
Question 80 Leonard was locked in by that 
crazy Phil and the Ramones had a gun pulled on 
them 
Question 81 Spinal Tap's album "Smell the 
Glove" had to be changed to The Black Album 
Question 82 The name of the new piano piece 
played by Nigel was Lick My Love Pump 
Question 83 Their amps went up to 11 
Question 84 a) Pat Lovell and b) Mr Squiggle 
Question 85 Tex Perkins on the LP Thug 
Question 86 a) Brenda Lee, b) I'm Sorry, I 
want to be wanted, All alone am I, As usual dum 
dum, My whole world is fallen down, Break it 
to me gently 
Question 87 a) The day the earth stood still, b) 
Michael Rennie, Hugh Marlow, and Patricia 
Neill c) Gort d) Robert Wise 
Question 88 a) Connie Francis, b) Robot man, 
Lipstick on your collar, Where the boys are, 
Who's Sorry Now?, V-A-C-A-T-1-0-N 
Question 89 a) Star Trek, b) Bacchus, c) The 
Garden of Eden 
Question 90 a) John Waters, b) Mondo Trasho 
Question 91 a)Trigger, b) Buttermilk, c) Light­
ning, d) Silver, e) Scout, f) Tony, g) Yukon 
King, h) Flash, i) Rembrandt Pussy Horse, j) Mr 
Ed 
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Ever stopped to think about pop 
music? I mean, really listen to the 
words? For in those lyrics, there is 
the wisdom of a generation. 
As others sift Egyptian sands for treasure 
of past ages, so I, Chuck Zampieri, win­
now words to find the essence of our era. 
The 15th centu:ry had Shakespeare, the 
18th centu:ry Keats, but tell me friends, 
were they any match for Little Jimmy Os­
mond? Just 15 years ago this boy warbled 
the words "I'll be your long haired lover 
from Liverpool, You'll be my sunshine 
baby from LA", and, as in a revelation, our 
world was encompassed. 
Think about the depth in today's music. 
Our radios broadcast the essence of 
Sophocles in a three minute jingle, cap­
ture the Old Testament in a riff, the 
Karma Sutra in a Top Ten hit. George 
Michael singing "I Want Your Sex" said in 
a few verses what the bible took a whole 
book to say about Adam and Eve. 
Therefore, for your edification, I present 
part one in a selection of the most mean­
ingful lyrics of our generation. These 
songs shaped the minds of those who have 
since given us Vietnam, the Pet Rock, 
AIDS, and our ve:ry own Kylie Minogue. 
Here the depth of pop music is broken 
into a few of the categories of thought that 
challenge and inspire great music writers 
of their day: 
Divine Boogie 
God, as you know, is never far from a rock 
and roller's mind. 
In fact, heaven is often as close as a bot­
tie of Jack Daniels or a girl in the front 
row mouthing lewd suggestions and a 
phone number. 
So it is little wonder pop lyricists tum to 
The Maker for inspiration to help crack 
the Top Five - both here and in the after 
world: 
GUTillCl go to a spirit in the sky. That's 
where fU go when I die. When they lay me 
down to rest gunna go to the place that's 
the best. Spirit In The Sky. Norman 
Greenbaum. 1970. . 
Norman is now a cook in the mid-west 
USA 
Sweet Music 
Yummy yummy yununy, I've got love in my 
tummy and I feel like lovin' you. Love is 
such a sweet thing, a so good to eat thing, 
and that's what I'm gunna do. Yummy 
yummy yummy by Ohio Express, 1968. 
Sugar and spice and everything groovy, 
Come on little honey wont you give it a try. 
Sugar and spice and everything groovy, lis­
ten to me baby I wouldn't teU you no lie. 
Sugar and Spice by The Archies, 1969. 
One banana, two banana, three banana, 
Four. Five bananas playing in the purple 
sunshine. La Ia Ia. La Ia Ia Ia. La Ia Ia. La 
la la Ia. The Banana Splits Theme. The 
Banana Splits. 1969. 
Monkey Business 
Here we come. Walking down the street. We 
get the funniest looks from everyone we 
meet. Hey hey we're the Monkees and 
people say we monkey around. But we're 
too busy singing to put anybody down. The 
Monkees Theme by The Monkees.1966. 
"Too busy singing to put anybody down." 
Ve:ry moving. That line perhaps sums up 
the concern, the gentleness, the wisdom, 
of this epoch of music. 
Pharmaceutical and 
other therapies 
Here pop stars competed to advise youth 
as to the proper effects of new and inter­
esting medicines that became widely 
available at the time. Their lyrics served to 
both acclimatise children to the 
peculiarities of a prescribed remedy and to 
interest others in seeking out treatments 
- treatments that could help them cope 
with an era of flared trousers and a 
change to decimal currency. 
The end result of all this was the election 
in 1972 of a Labor government and, even­
tually, a television program for Ian "Molly" 
Meldrum. And, to think, some have asked 
whether it was all worth it! 
Purple haze is in my brain, lately things 
don't feel the same, feelin' funny but I don't 
know why, 'scuse me while I kiss the sky. 
Purple Haze, Jimi Hendrix, 1967. Sad 
little Jimi choked to death on his own 
vomit. Tragic loss. Did he have purple 
phlegm? 
Blue black, purple mack, orange yella, 
funny fellow. White brown, big town. 
Orange red, pink bed. Colour Dream, The 
Deep. 1966. From the album called 
Psychedelic Moods, a Mind Expanding 
Phenomena recorded in a Philadelphia 
basement in three hours. Singer's next 
band was called The Freak Scene. They 
went on to record the sensitive 12 inch, 
Psychedelic Psoul. 
Living in the city where they can't meet 
me, that is the place to be, where they can't 
find me, that's where it's at. Psychedelic. 
That's where it's at. Psychedelic (That's 
Where It's At). The Monocles. 1966. An an­
them to paranoia, enjoyed by teenagers 
the world over. 
There's purple rats, and painted cats and 
pictures hanging upside down, it's another 
world, just you and your girl. All your 
friends will be there, just you and me, just 
wait and see, now, put your head back. 
The Trip, Kim Fawley. 1967. Kim, a San 
Francisco business type, jumped on the 
LSD bandwagon circa mid '65. Survived 
cold turkey to release a track called Elvis 
and Marilyn Never Fell in Love, circa 1977. 
He now runs a computer business. 
Stay listening for next week's episode, 
where I, Chuck Zampieri, explain why 
Bananarama are the thinking man's Ger­
maine Greer, and what Tiffany has in 
common with Madam Curie. 
GRAPHIC: HARRY BRAZIER 
GRAPHIC: HARRY BRAZIER 
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Bev Aisbett 
The pain begins pianissimo and even- from the conidor. A dental assistant 
tually reaches the crescendo. But fear hands the receptionist the patient's chart . of the Dentist stops you doing any- and asks for another appointment again in 
h a week's time, calls the lady sitting two thing sensible. Until Friday, w en 
seats from you into the surgery and then you panic that the pain could get 
she and the new patient disappear. Soon worse over the weekend. the drilling starts up again. 
You hate Dentists, you remember hating You sit there willing the pain to go away. them when you were young. You wish you It doesn't. The receptionist sits at her desk had dentures. But you would have to go to sipping steaming coffee. It hurts you to a dentist to get them. watch her drink it. 
You have had this heat pain sensation in After what seems like hours, the Dental the left side of your face for the past two Assistant emerges, picks up your form days. Fear of the Dentist surpasses all and calls your name, smiling. You rise pain. Until you lay in bed. Awake. All from your seat and follow her through the Thursday night. Very awake. Sweating. doorway and down the conidor. Fear of the Dentist loses ground. 
The smell hits you right in the nostrils. Morning comes, the sun rises as do the In your mind's eye your arms and legs tears in your eyes. You ring in sick and lay 
spread eagle and latch themselves onto the in with the frozen peas against your doorway. But in reality, you face your fear, cheek, praying for death. It is now Friday and sit in the big green chair positioned in morning. You have put up with this tor- the centre of the room, as the assistant ture for two days and two nights. Some- whips a white bib-like thing around your thing has to be done. neck. 
Yellow Pages. You finger your way pain- You are sure the pain in your head is al­fully to the "D" for Dentists. You think th�t most gone now and maybe you really if the entire Universe were to explode this shouldn't take up the Dentist's valuable would be a good time for it to happen · · · It time. You consider jumping up and rip­doesn't. ping the bib off, when a petite, competent First number: "Sorry, but the Dentist looking young woman walks into the couldn't possibly fit you in until next room, greets you by name and tells you Thursday". You die a little inside. On the she is your Dentist this afternoon. You next number a mechanical voice tells you don't know if you should smile back or 
that their Surgery is unavailable and in . not, but relax a little, noting she doesn't the case of an emergency to contact the have big hairy hands or a beard. emergency dental number on · · · She asks you the symptoms of your You would rather walk over hot coals toothache while she washes her hands. before going to some desper�do, who Then she takes a seat behind you, and would even consider working on an emer- pushes a button somewhere which slowly gency service answering number. You dial tips you and your chair up and back until 
a third number. This time a real person you are almost horizontal and can see the answers. scenic pictures on the ceiling. (A weak 
"Can I help you?" the voice enquires. diversion attempt.) She picks up some-
" Can I make an appointment to see the thing from the arrangement of sharp, sil­
Dentist, please," you say. (Sometime next ver instruments on the tray and ap­
year would be fine.) proaches your mouth. You open your 
"Yes" Ms Organisation says, "Is it just for mouth wide, because now that you are 
an examination?" here, you want to do the right thing. 
Your last recall notice came in the mail ·The Dentist has a good look around your about eight years ago. teeth and gums and cheeks and tongue. 
"Well, ... I have a tooth-ache," you con- . You hold your breath, but continue 
fess, remembering the Earl Grey Tea you breathing when she tells you . that you 
used to be able to drink. have a good set of teeth and look after 
"How long has it been aching?" she asks. everything very nicely, and the reason for 
(A simple question) your pain is an impacted wisdom tooth on 
"Since this morning,· you lie. the bottom left hand side. 
Then more prodding and probing and "Is it aching now?" 
rinsing. You sit up and have a spit, splash-"Yes, • you whimper. 
ing the dental assistant with your bad "The Dentists are both fully booked this aiming. She smiles at you through gritted afternoon, but if you would like to come teeth and now you KNOW you're in down to the Surgery and wait, we will fit trouble. Yes, it's an extraction, but only af­you in to see someone as soon as pos- ter the infection clears up. You can't sible. • believe it. A reprieve! The assistant wipes 
You shower (it's an effort) and dress and spittle off your chin with a look that says 
get into your car and drive to the address ··don't worry, I'll remember!" 
you have passed a dozen times on your You take the script for medication, make way to the shops. This is it! an appointment for next Thursday and 
You just about vomit with fear of the un- just about skip to the front door. There is 
known, as you walk through the door and hardly any pain at all now. It was so easy, 
up to the reception desk. You are greeted you don't know what people make all the 
by a smile of teeth and asked to please fill fuss about. 
out a form. You take the form and pen and The assistant eyes you suspiciously as sit down achingly on a chair and begin to you leave. She knows your type. You, you fill in the spaces, trying to keep your hand Friday afternoon toothache you. If she steady as you listen to the sound .of "The . doesn't see you next Thursday, she knows Drill" in the background. You Wish the . there will be another Friday afternoon, carpet would swallow you up. . another phone call from you, in pain, and 
After handing the completed form and 
· desperate. She looks around the crowded pen back to the toothy smile, you cower in waiting room and calls the next patient 
the comer, waiting, waiting . . . into the surgery. His swollen face looks 
The Drilling stops in the room beyond familiar. 
and after a little while a patient comes out. 
;;= 
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HUSH . •• 
Music is something most of us take . 
for granted. At the flick of a switch 
and the press of a button we can 
have Prince or Kylie doing their thing 
in our lounge rooms - provided, of 
course, that we've paid our electricity 
bill and we don't mind cleaning up af­
ter them. 
Those of us who are really rich can 
probably even afford to attend concerts. If _ 
not. there is always the juke box at the lo­
cal pub ready and willing to swallow the 
last dollar of kitty money you haven't in­
vested in pool. 
Those lucky people who work in big cities 
have another luxury - huskers, those 
poor sods who spend all day entertaining 
just to earn their bus fare. And they're not 
alone. The hills are alive with the sound of 
naval bands and other military or 
theological orders ready to fire a salvo at 
silence with renditions of everything from 
"Advance Australia Square" to "Walls Sing 
Matilda". 
provided the only excuse for avoiding con­
versations with one's fellow human beings. 
Just imagine the new breed of television 
advertisements, devoid of the catchy tunes 
that had us whistling all the way to the 
tobacconists with what remained of our 
lungs and singing in the shower about 
that shampoo which would guarantee we'd 
score that very night. The new ads would 
be so dull we'd be only too glad to invite in 
all the mormons and Jehovah's witnesses 
who called with their magazines. 
No more would we enjoy those jingoistic 
jingles about drinking heaps of piss makes 
you a great Australian sportsman as well 
as reducing the national deficit. thereby 
ensuring a better standard of living for 
everyone. Silent movies of athletes busting 
their guts to get it over with and get to the 
pub wouldn't quite work. 
At least poor old Tchaikovsky and Orff 
and Strauss and Gilbert and the Sullivans 
wouldn't get ripped off any more, but at 
what price? 
There is a growing tide of 
opinion in favour of the total 
banning of music. 
For those who can't bear standing up for 
any length of time there are of course 
operas and symphonies. 
The cost to society of all this is mind 
boggling. 
But there are hidden costs as well. We 
can say without fear of contradiction that 
music is to blame for the majority of 
today's social maladies, everything from 
drug and alcohol addiction to the police 
force (which exists for the sole pupose fo 
acting on complaints about loud parties). 
Even the rise of Tennysoniv tis is directly 
linked to a growing tendency for songs to 
require clever rhyming lyrics. 
As a consequence, there is a growing tide 
of opinion in favour of the total banning of 
music. 
Before we consider taking such a drastic 
step - requiring that a million or more 
musos, roadies, disc jockeys and record 
store proprietors be retrained - let us 
pause to consider the likely consequences 
of a music ban. 
The majority of us would notice the ef­
fects of an anti-music bill the morning af-
. ter it passed through parliament. Attempt­
ing to take our minds off what passes for 
traffic at peak hour, we would be bombar­
ded with updates upon updates upon 
commentaries upon talkbacks on the 
day's news. Now, no-one in their right . 
mind wants to become an expert on the 
politico-economic-social situation before 
nine in the morning. 
Without music the work environment too 
would suffer - for those who made it, that 
is. No longer would muzak be available to 
anaesthetise those people trapped in 
elevators. Or piped through government 
offices to drive the general public away yet 
make sure that office staff were too ir­
ritated to fall asleep. Factory workers, 
barbers and tradespeople would soon grow 
tired of hypothetical results for imaginary 
sports events or whatever else would fill in 
the spot between the horse races and it 
would hardly be worth buying a walkman 
when the taped programs on offer -
serials, aerobics instruction, stopping 
smoking through hypnosis and so on -
If you take away the music - what's left? 
Yes, poetry! Banning music would give free 
reign to every poet who has been waiting 
for years to rhyme cornflakes with 
prawnshakes and every songwriter whose 
suicidal tendencies and bizarre sexual 
desires have escaped our notice because 
the music has always drowned out the 
words. 
Television, let's face it, would be a dead 
loss. And the movies would be little better, 
without the soundtrack to drown out the 
cacophony of chip crunching, slurping of 
ice creams, unzipping of brassieres and 
trousers, etc. The big winners would be 
the slides advertising local restaurants, 
hairdressers and service stations, since 
these are expected to be dull, pointless 
and boring. 
Social outings could be quite embarrass­
ing if there was no music to fill in the lulls 
in the conversation. Sure, you could still 
have a door prize and a pig on a spit and a 
noseful of coke and heaps of piss but 
you'd feel pretty silly when the talk and 
the pork ground to a halt and there was 
no noisy band to take over while you got 
on with the groping. This alone would be 
enough to tum most people off courtship 
and marriage. 
So, for entertainment we'd end up with 
jugglers, magicians, animal trainers, com­
edians and maybe the odd belly dancer -
very odd, sans musical accompaniment. 
But the worst would be the plague-like 
proliferation of poets, who have been 
claiming for years that songs were in fact 
poetry with music added. Unfortunately, if 
we were to acknowledge this, it would 
open the floodgates to pimply and puerile 
angst ridden verbiage. The truth is that 
songs are music - the vocal sounds may 
· happen to mean something. Occasionally, 
they may even be words. And if the words 
· are any good, well that's a bonus. Usually, 
they are irrelevant. Listened to any 
Bananarama lately? 
· It's early days yet and all this may never 
happen. But if someone asks you to vote 
for the banning of music, you know what 
to say. 
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Quite a few people, who seem to know 
what they're talking about, say 
there's going to be a depression some­
time in the next ten years. 
Depression is an ugly word. Sort of cold 
and grey and terrible; bleak and miserable 
and awful; sad and lonely and pathetic; 
gloomy and, well, depressing. 
And yes, it's heading our way. How do we 
know? 
Look, just take my word for it. We're 
gonna get shafted right up the all or­
dinaries. O.K.? 
Q. What do you get when you cross one 
thousand pre-pubescent stock-brokers, 
four hundred politicians, six busin�c::Lllen 
and a market? 
A Economic ruin. 
But don't worry about the depression. 
Most of the people who'll really go down 
the tube have been living a much higher 
lifestyle than you or I will ever see. So 
what if we're screwed to the wall, we're 
used to it, right? 
This is the first step in surviving the next 
depression. Stay really poor till it happens 
and you won't notice the difference. 
Give your rnoney to 
rne 
But if you do have some money now, here 
are three things that you should think 
about. First, you should seriously think 
about giving it to me. 
But if that doesn't appeal you might in­
vest it in things that won't lose their value. 
How about gold? How about art? (How 
about them Broncos, eh?) 
But if you're real careful and well con­
nected the best bet is to invest in drugs. 
There's also prostitution but now that 
AIDS has hit, the bottom will start to drop 
out of it. This makes selling your body a 
risky proposition. But selling your talent is 
an option. The "patron" system should 
really take off once life gets cheap. And it 
will be. 
So start practicing whatever creative type 
behaviour you have and get ready to hawk 
your fork. But don't expect to get paid 
much. It's a bloody depression remember. 
And maybe you might also brush up on 
your singalong-type musical favourites . 
Then when you don't have a radio or T.V. 
or D.A T. player or C.D. or V.C.R or any­
thing that looks vaguely like a Home En­
tertainment Centre you and your loved 
ones can huddle together under your St. 
Vincent De Paul blanket and sing, sing, 
sing. 
It might take your mind off the fact that 
you haven't eaten in days and are not 
likely to in the very near future. 
Just keep reminding yourself that other 
people had further to fall. It's not much 
but any consolation is some consolation. · 
l"rn Broke. Vou"re Broke 
If you start· immediately, you could con­
vince yourself that it is so bad now any 
change in the financial state of the world 
couldn't really affect you that much. 
It can, of course, but it's all a question of 
mind over sanity. And in a depression 
sanity is definitely a luxury. 
Oh yeh, and maybe you should think 
about removing luxury from your 
vocabulary. It's not that there won't be 
any money around. It's just that you won't 
have it. 
Which brings us to the very unhappy 
prospect of theft. Chances are the people 
who actually have money will be really 
concerned with protecting it from 
everybody else. So you'd better start 
boning up on your advanced robbery 
techniques and maybe a little target prac­
tice wouldn't go astray. 
And you thought all this depression stuff 
would be really tedious. You're dead right, 
of course, but that's not the spirit. 
Mindless optimism is the only thing that 
will get you through. But it would help if 
you got used to eating less. 
Getting enough to eat will become the big 
problem. And that, at least, beats the 
crazy existential crises people who don't 
have to worry about eating get themselves 
into. 
· 
It will be a simple life. Simple food, 
simple clothing, simple housing, simple 
death and simple violence. 
Oh yeh, there will be a bit of violence and 
a bit of racism. Well, actually there will be 
a lot of violence and a lot of racism. A little 
boredom, little frustration and a little set 
of brass knuckles will magically combine 
to give you roving bunches of crazies in­
tent on punching, kicking and otheiWise 
doing bad things to anybody who doesn't 
look like them and some that do. 
Just think about English Football 
violence on a very big scale. 
Haven't you always said you'd learn 
some ancient oriental art of crushing the 
hell out of anybody that looks like they 
deserve it? And you've got to admit that 
toting firearms and stuff does have a cer­
tain romance. What nation can be without 
its very own custom designed theatre 
nuclear weapons? But then again it's 
pretty unlikely that we'll be attacked in 
theatres. 
In fact, you'll be lucky if you can afford 
to go to a theatre but there will be more of 
that live-type creative arty stuff for those 
people who are a little sick of it all and 
need some sort of escape. 
Like the Japanese. 
They're really not that bad. At least 
they're clean. A little serious perhaps but 
nobody gets to choose their masters. It 
just happens. And when you look at it 
we'll be on their land. 
Running a long way could help, though. 
But it wouldn't be city life and you know 
what that means. Trees, grass and hard 
work. If people were meant to live on the 
land they'd have clay feet. 
You'll have to be a long way from civiliza­
tion not to be part of this total global ex­
perience. Who said economics wasn't mys­
tical? 
If you run, run quickly and don't look 
back. 
But runrming isn't the answer. Stay, en­
joy. It may not be very comfortable but 
some of it will feel familiar. 
Just be careful out there. Stay out of 
debt till it hits. Invest (if you can) in things 
that people want, even when they don't 
have money. Don't forget to work on those 
creative-type skills. Learn Japanese. Get 
into self-defence. Eat less. 
Just remember. There's a depression out 
there somewhere and it has our names on 
it. 
Music and money. Hal else besides their readymade go-anywhere 
1 equipment. He amused himself by count-Anybody with an IQ above sing e 
ing the stresses in the twangs to come up digits could tell you that there is no with a theocy of poetry. Now we all know connection between the two at all. about poets, and I don't want to get seedy, Noise and money: now that's a dif- but for God's sake, why didn't they take 
ferent story. him off Vitamin B and tell him it was time 
If a hirsute collection of semicretinous for bye-byes? Have you ever read him? 
androids wearing sequins, makeup and Talk about the Platonic idea of boredom. 
lobotomy scars can stand in front of a It's like reading a three-decker novel about 
shopful of electronic equipment and gru�t whether to pour the tea, except that it's all 
about failed sex lives to the accomparu- in hieroglyphics. 
ment of piercing squeals from brain- Meanwhile the Asians and Africans had damaged preschoolers and call the result been at it for years. Six pints of blood and 
music I don't mind. But pay for it? I can a raw dog inside you and you'd want to go 
get the same effect - and often have - by bang a tree too. Pacific islanders went on 
throwing stray moggies into the blender thumping fallen bits of timber and blowing 
and playing Beethoven backwards at animal bones with their noses for a joke 
78rpm at the same time. It's a lot cheaper, for centuries until anthropologists turned 
and it doesn't hurt anyone. up and told them they'd better turn 
But is It art? Methodist. Most of us have to get by with 
They can fool subteens into buying it, but just thumping cheeky shop assistants and 
now they want to call it art. I'm damned if blowing our noses on handkerchiefs, but 
I can see, though, the artistic merit of a there's no accounting for some tastes. 
gaggle of autistic geldings whinnying Religious Intervention patois about getting down, gettu:g up, Back in Europe playing cats' guts and turning on, taking it higher, and gomg out animal parts was all right as long as you tonight. I only wish the bastards would. said God made you do it - this was the 
Who is responsible for this state of af- word of God, according to the church. 
fairs, I hear you inquiring among yoursel- You'd think they'd have let people go on 
ves. I have it on impeccable authority that twanging themselves. . 
it can be sheeted home to the Liberal and All right; yes, you at the back of the 
Country Party coalition of the nineteen recording booth, when you've stopp:ct fifties. While they were rabbiting on about snickering, please. Did you pay to get m yellow perils, red menaces, blue devils and here? They'll let anyone get into a cultural the collapse of the pound sterling, they . event nowadays. Culture, you know - K, were diverting our attention. They permit- u. L, - look, do you walk on all fours? 
ted the countcy to be overrun by weasel-
I suppose you'll think I'm joking when I 
say that nobody has used a microphone 
properly since Goebbels, but face the 
facts. Nobody has managed to get us in­
terested in the idea of taking England off 
the map since 1939. What do you get? In­
stead of a nice man like Goebbels, you get 
Arts Council funded terrorists driving us 
all mad in our houses with so-called New 
Music. The Europeans are doing it, and we 
have to do the same thing or no one will 
speak to us. Put the stuff on at 45rpm, 
and what do you get? Rock and roll. It's all 
right for the Americans. They haven't got 
any taste. · 
faced entrepreneurs who brought us tune- By the orchestra stal�s Happy days are here less racketeers, pushy pipsqueaks, feck- Orchestras - what a mistake! Every �;:�
:�e happy day when I see the last less flatheaded cuties, and stray bits of courthouse in Europe had them, twanging k d roll singer strangled with the fluff with thin noises piped through them. away at the woodwork and animal parts, �octs :f the last advertising agent. It isn't As long as you could manage to 
.
walk as so evecy moggie that wasn't stre.tch:ct t� much to ask. but how many of you are though you kept funnel-webs m y�ur across a piece of timber was �e�bling m on my side? Can we get back to simple crutch, this was called rock and roll. Kids an alleyway. No won�er society s ga-ga. 
leasures, like fondling ferrets and beating were supposed to love 
.
it. �en if they wet Can you imagine anything more ridiculous 
�bbits to death? themselves and ran gibbenng round the than a hundred grownups taking time off 
'th the si ht of rooms in circles. Television made it worse. drinking and shooting small thin�s t� sit. D� �e. �avg\t�Pp��eugpr: pies who�e hit Yiou had to look at them. The managers in an overheated room and take drrections sc oo grr s 0 f hims lf the fan in their forties, or socially-con-laughed all the way to the First Bank o · from a posturing jackass who calls 
· 
e 
b 1 Nashville, while the Tories remained in a conductor? They're expected to puff, doned obscenities pretending they e ong 
th · 
nky d to some other galaxy evecy time we want a power for ever, changing their name to e . stroke, twiddle, hit and twang a ju ar 
quiet quart of brandy in a city pub? . Labor Party at half-time. . full of hardware while an audience of 
They're on evecy television set. in every bar pretentious and boring clowns in lace, vel-
in the country. I don't give a stuff if some­vet and toilet-chains yawn at the idiocy of Our Gladys 
thing up there has a face full of fine struc-You probably think I'm biased. It's true I it all. 
ture or not, but I reach for the bar stool of like to listen to Gladys Moncrieff, but 
a golf club if it's screaming at me about its that's none of your business. Not only did. Attltudinislng claptrap failure to meet its 'Right guy'. Sentimental she have a nicely modulated voice that Would you prefer an opera? Attitudinising pornography has no place in a pub. I don't didn't distract you while you were trying to claptrap yelled and shrieked at you .for want an orgy of epic feeling. I want to get shoot the neighbour's dog, but she had big three or four hours at a stretch by mopmg blasted. If videoclips are mirrors of society, knockers. And you didn't have to worcy cow-eyed ladies pretending to ?e lym- I can only urge you to kick Narcissus � about expensive reproductive equipment. phatic heroines playing up to ravmg mat- ·the face next time the bastard thrusts his Give the old windup dog and horn affair a tress munchers dressed like Little Lor.
d ugly puss at you when you're trying to few cranks of the handle, and there you Fauntleroy on Gala Day at the asylum. It s catch up with valuable drinking time. were. None of the neighbours complained. no coincidence that Wagner's patron was a But we don't want to go overboard, do They'd better not have. brick short of a load. �d .r�r some reason we? I have a modest proposal; Instead of I can hear some of you muttering in the you're supposed to think It s. arty becaus�. paying these buggers to make noises at background, We're not listening to a well it's in a language you can t speak an us, why don't we pay them to shut up? rabbit'. I'm glad your level of articulation never wanted to. 
I harbour an old-fashioned nostalgia for has progressed as far as the muttering Throughout the entire nineteenth .c�n- the silent movies, when you didn't have to stage. As Piaget says, "You've had the tury Italian composers sat �o�d wmting listen to little British scrubbers, French quince if you can't make yourself under- for the discovecy of electricity so . �
ey 
countesses and German generals speaking stood by the age of thirty". But let's look at could stick this sort of stuff on te�eVIsion. with Bronx accents. Can we have silent the business in an in-depth way, as our And later on the Germans, Rus�Ian and radio as well, please? And a points system American masters say when they don't English got in, as well as the Italians and where you get free drink coupons for kick-know what day of the week it is. French. Endless paint-yo�� -coffin sp�- ing to death evecy bastard who starts sing-A musical history taculars played at a snail s pace With ing Tony Bennet, Prince, Tammy Wynette, Once upon a time, music was produced by evecyone in fancy dress and weeping Kylie Bloody Minogue and Chad Morgan tmstringing a cat and stretching the con- about an identity crisis in a tacky songs in the pub. Give the pubs back to tents across a few bits of wood. It kept Anglican church. the working class, I say. Liberate silence. evecyone happy until the academy got And that brings us to the twentieth cen- Let the country and western noisemakers hold of the idea. tucy. We all know things went out of stay in the countcy and amuse the cattle Aristotle, who wasn't always at his best whack when someone twigged that God with their American accents, and send the when he was more than a metre from the had died, but does that mean standards heavy metal merchants back to the wreck­playpen, reckoned that a bunch of fantods have to be thrown out the window al- ing yard. he called the gods were responsible for together? And the� some fool goes and Thankyou, it's your shout. making people want to twang something plugs it all into a microphone. 
"I live for the 
happy day when I 
see the last rock 
and roll singer 
strangled with the 
guts of the last 
advertising agent." 
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White TorsoShirt. Red Triangle. Green eroc $14 ea. 
LE CROQ SPORTIF - French style and panache without any 
French nuclear waste, or excessively rich sauces 
whatsoever. 
Fashion for the globally and environmentally conscious. Made and designed in 
Australia for Australian conditons. Totally radiation and pate free. this biting yet casual 
jour/evening/apres ski torso enhancer will en culture both the wearer and the viewer. 
e·est si bon! 
Black sweatshirt. white logo • $27 ea. 
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The Officio: 
CTT Sweatshirt 
Nothing but the highest 
quality sweat has been used in 
the manufacture of this wonder 
warmer. tt'le Official err SWeat­
shirt in official black with the of­
ficial yet subtle white en Logo 
on the upper left (no. your other 
left) torso area. 
Yes. the same sweatshirt as 
used by err editors and staff as 
they enter stories. from our con­
tributors world wide. and guar­
anteed to keep you warm in 
temperatures much cooler than 
found in many refrigerators. the 
Official err SWeatshirt is a high 
quality Australian made gar­
ment that has been certified by 
scientific types In white coats as 
premium survival wear. 
Perfect for lounging around 
the pool of hot air coming from 
your woefully inadequate 
heater. the Official err SWeat� 
shirt is also a top fashion pass­
port to the frozen haunts of the 
rich and Infamous. so they're 
not cheap, but at $27 a lot less 
expensive than something far 
more costly! 
l rt�Nlt ACCt��OR t� 
Cane Toad Times fans can hop into Spring 
with our complete range of wearables, 
now the chic-est style anywhere -just ask 
us, or anyone. 
White TorsoShirt. red Arabic. black English.$14 ea. 
"/AM NOT AMERICAN. - This T-Shirt will save your life! Now a must 
for everyone travelling anywhere, even down to the corner 
shop. Thousands of dead people like those pictured above, 
would have been alive today, if only they had been able to say 
·1 am not American.· 
Yes. this is the TorsoShirt that's saved a lot of quite Innocent people being mistaken for 
anyone else other than a non-American. And that's what this T-Shirt does; it points out 
emphatically that the wearer is not from America. and this is important not only to Austra­
lians travelling abroad. but to New Zealanders. Canadians and anyone else who. going on 
outward appearances. are indistinct from Americans. 
And you don't have to believe us. check out these living testimonials. 
"There's nothing worse than hijacking a plane full of C1T torso shirt wearers. We just don't 
know wtlo to shoot. so we let them go.· -Ayatollah Khomeiny Cheer Squad 
"This fine Torso shirt will be the only protection available wtlen travelling abroad this 
season. don't you worry about thaW--The Iranian Airline Pilots and Martyrs Association 
Note: Red Arabic translates as "I Am Not From America· 
Red & Yellow on White T-Shlrt $13 ea. 2-$24. 3-$33 
CTT LOGO- Even 
Toads are wearing 
them! And why 
shouldn't they? Toads 
are people too! 
Special price this issue on 
the err badge ofToad aware­
ness! 
Let's face it. the Lifestyle Ac­
cessories warehouse is slightly 
overstocked with these tremen­
dously good looking err Logo 
Torsohirts. 
They can be worn in any 
country of the world at any time 
of the day or night (rumour has 
it that Lady Di wears one in bed) 
and at the once only special 
Spring sellout price of only $13 . 
makes more sense than a whole 
lot of other things! 
Help yourselves! 
VIDEOS 
THE QUEENSLAND TAPES Compli/atlon video - Over 2 hours of four audiovisual experi­
ences you'll never forget. Get beneath the gaudy veneer of Australia's premiere seventies 
revival band. Laugh along with a biting parody of the EXPO mirage. See things that are 
BIGGER than all of us. And swim in the tepid miasma of the World's Worst Movie. Includes 
"Geoff "Expo Shmexpo "Big Things "4llZ-FM The Movie • Free Qld Game Howe! with every 
. order. $37 ea. 
· 
BRAINBLAST VIdeo Feature - Sex. Drugs. Rotk'n'Roll and the CIA. blended together with 
some fine poet killing and splatter. marks this video from the Mindless Entertainment Cor­
poration as a must-not-miss Eighties classic. Set in Sydney, �his made on the cheap video 
nasty Is essential in understanding why people are dying from drugs as we speak. Comedy I 
Drama/Action Thriller. Free Brain Blast T-Shirt with every order. $37 ea. 
HOUND OF MUSIC -Video of the Musical. Unfortunately we are prevented by the hold­
ers of copyright frommarketing this video. We apologise to all those who have been 
waiting. for so long, only. to be bitten in the neck by f�te and frustrating legalities. 
� '4 
-..... 
.. _ 
Red background; green toad. white TShirt $14 ea. 
WREXPO 88 Aren't you going to feel a little foolish when your· 
. friends ask you: "What did you get from Expo '88?" (Apart from 
an eviction notice.) 
Yes. once the stuffing has fallen out of 
your furry Expo Oz and ail your Expo pencils 
have bro�<en. you can still retain a special 
mei'T)ory of an event unlikely to occur again 
within your price-range. 
The WREXPO 88 Torsoshlrt, featuring a 
novel approach to the disposal of the site. Is 
destined to become an instant collector's 
item and a lasting tribute to a sham of a 
TOADPRINT Desktop Publishing, makers 
of the Cane Toad Times. can do it for you! 
Our desktop facilities Include computer 
aided printing, arts camera facilities. Graphic 
design. In the last twelve months we have 
done two books. one museum, several 
magazines and countless other print pro­
duction jobs, which Is why the Cane Toad 
Times Is late. again! We gotta live! 
Our UFESTYLE ACCESSORIES DIVISION can 
design, print & even market your torso shirt 
design, (minimum 50 shirts). at a cost that 
won't treble your budget! 
PUBLICITY- If you're finding only turkeys In 
your search for a Queensland publicist for 
your film/video/media event. then you 
should have come to us straight away and 
not wasted all that time and effort. Cane 
Toad Times editors Mark Bracken and Clif­
ford Ciawback publicised the Brisbane 
season of Cane Toads, the Movie. Result- a 
fantastic success. We can do the same for 
you. We give good quote! 
TOADPHOTO • This edition of the Cane 
Toad Times is graced with more than one 
elegant example of famed 'Not another 
Wedding!' genius boy photographer Ste­
ven Hamilton. who can be at your service at 
any time, day or night. with lens in hand. as 
long as you're not getting married. 
mockery of a farce of a World Exhibition. 
And you don't even have to go there to get 
one! Yes, save over hundreds of dollars 
worth of money or spend it on something 
you really need! 
Get at least one of these truly great sou­
venirs to show to yours or your friend's chil­
dren's children. or you'll regret it to your 
dying days. Honest! 
White T-Shirt. red background. black Tony, $14 ea. 
TONY FITZGERALD FAN CLUB - Yes, the Cane Toad Times, -
friends of Tony- were ferreting out the story of Qld corruption 
way back as far as our first issue. 
That issue went out of print quick smart. bought up and burnt by leading business and 
crime figures. Now collectors copies sell for more than 6 figure sums! 
But that didn't thwart us. In issue # 3, we surveyed high and mighty politicians. business 
people. and police in a check list covering more than 35 well known shonky deals. murders. 
scandals and inquiry/whitewashes. We printed a forerunner to 'Corruption. the Board 
Game' on the back cover. a snakes and ladders game to become Police Commissioner. · 
and inside. a 'Are you Corrupr quiz. The big prize. of course, went to Jack Herbert. who an­
swered 'Yes. please.' 
Now we have the definitive map of crime and control- 'Corruption'- the board gdme 
that tells it how it is! 
Our Tony T-shirt. a smash hit with the Fitzgerald Inquiry staff. television, radio. and politi­
cal personalities. not to mention injustice fighters everywhere. is de rigeur apparel when 
playing 'Corruption'. 
So. stand up against rampant cronyism and corruption wherever you are. Come out into 
the open and show your support for those committed to truth. justice and the Cane Toad 
way. Includes Official Membership certificate at no extra cost! 
"As good as an indemnity anyday!" A lot of really innocent people 
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The good news is all the back is· 
sues are still available, BUT PRICES 
ARE ON THE RISE, and the Bad News 
is that stocks of #2 & #8 are running 
even lower. 
Yes, these rare print items have 
dwindled rapid� in numbers since 
the last "issues running low· warn­
ing, but we've been able to peg 
their current price to only $10 for is­
sue #2, "Religious Mysteries·; as for 
#8 "Cars and Romance·, heavy 
demand for th� almost out of stock 
issue has forced the price up even 
further to $50! 
Aren't you glad you bought yours 
at the old price? If not, try our spe­
cial on issue number #2 #3 #4 #5 
#6 #7 #8 #9 & # 10: 9 �ues for $39! 
Normal� $84.50. 
This price will hold according to 
the numbers left (already copies of 
the extreme� rare # 1 have chan­
ged hands at Rare Book & 
Maga�ne Auctions for in excess of 
three figure sums). 
Other good news � that copies of 
�ues #3, #4, #5, #6, #7, #9, & #10 
have a special on: all? for $15! Yes, 
that's right! Give a set as a gift to 
your literary friends! They'll be so 
glad you did! 
Individual copies $3.50 each. 
Postage Included! 
38� 
#1 Queensland Issue SOLD OUT 
#3 Sex, Leisure and Technology 
#5 Death and Style 
#7 Toads In Heat 
#9 Fear and Clothing 
I REUGlOUS MYSTERIES !SSL!f 
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#2 Religious Mysteries LOW 
fo�cJ'ld Co�Rvt*t<on 
1''3tve 
· 
#4 Food and Corruption 
#S Science Fiction and the Family 
#8 Cars and Romance LOW 
#1 0 The Birthday Issue 
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�DearCTI �DearCTI 
Hope you like the rotten Huh? What was that. dude? 
smell, the slime and the mag- What'd you say? Sony, I'm 
gots, because I'm next! deaf in one ear. I SAID I'M 
The Shithouse Effect DEAF IN ONE EAR! Can you 
The Atmosphere talk a little louder? 
The Sound Crew 
�Dear CTI Stage left 
Doo wop shoo shoo. Ba de da In front of the stack 
up bup bup. Yeah Yeah Yeah .. �Dear CTI 
Hey Hey Hey Hey Na Na. Baby . 
Baby Baby. Whama lam a ding Her! This computer crime 1s 
dong. Bang shang alang a wap getting · way out of hand! 
bup aloola a whop bam boom Yesterday I � mugged by an 
Anytime you're having trouble IBM clone Wlth a beserk turbo 
with the lyrtcs, let us !mow. accelerator and then a Mac 2 
The Gang burnt my house down. Woa 
�DearCTI 
Tin Pan Alley shit! I gotta go. There's an Amiga with a gun tlying to 
shoot my dog! 
Chip Yaeger 
Silicone Valley Why anyone would want to write music about us is beyond � our understanding. We're dull, �Dear CTI 
turg
.
id, and totally without Hey, that got the adrenalin 
ment. flowing, didn't it?! 
Lead, Cast Iron, The drivers who suddenly turn 
and Hardened Steel right in front of you without 
The Heavy Metals Institute indicating. 
� CTI Mtisa �Dear 
Hey Mr Jagger! Here's $50 "'="' 
million for your ashes, and �Dear CTI 
Anytime 
Anywhere 
here's ten cents for your tip. Can't see me. Can't touch me. 
AIDS Appreciation Society Fill me! 
San Francisco 
�DearCTI 
Tommy 
The Hole in the Ozone Layer 
The South Pole 
I wish you band promoters �Dear crr 
would stop hassling us. First It 
was Elvis Presley's manager All those sto�es they told 
and then Bon 'Jovi's ac- about me aren t true. I was 
countant-just because our born in London. I've nev�r ev�r 
name Is Rockerfeller doesn't been to the co�ntly. I ?1d wm 
mean we like rock and roll. In t?e 1956 Pulitzer Pnze for 
fact we hate it, except for the �terature .�th . my Novel 
profits, that is. So piss off, or Ethno�ent;�c1ty m the. �p­
we'll have a reasonably sized palachians , but I find 1t un­
paramilitary force round to possible to p�ay .th� guitar at 
your studios in five all, let alone nng 1t like a bell. 
N
.
elson D and John Bertwhistle Goode III 
all the Rockerfellers Oxford University 
Rollin In It Fine Arts Dept 
Switzerland 
�DearCTI 
�DearCTI 
. Here's a transcript from the Tell you what, Ron, I ll swap flight log of Iranian Airlines 
you all Russian troops out of 665: 
East Germany if you . c� "Hey cap, there's some yankee 
guarantee me a spot on Mianu on the radio wants to talk to 
Vice and Moonlighting, with you. Says his name Is Buck 
residuals. . Rogers. 
Micky Gorbachev By Allah, I wish that radio 
The Summit operator would stop smoking 
�Dear err so much hashish. Next thing 
he'll 1ly and tell me is that �y you pesky little roosian there are two UFO's heading deVll, hows about w� get most straightfor us ... of our short range rrussiles out 
of Europe and you give NASA 
some free hire on your new � 
shuttle? And how about wiping �Dear err 
that borscht stain off your Hey Jimmy, ken ya nay see 
headi the sign? It says No Smok ... 
�DearCTI 
Mr Reagan From the charred remains 
Dreamworld Transcript North Sea Oil Inc 
The Pentagon 
�DearCTI Well, it's not that bad really. 
You get all the drugs and Reading gives you eyestrain. 
groupies you can take, you Sittin� down causes piles. 
travel everywhere in limo's and Smoking cause lung cancer. 
private jets, and you can Drinking causes brain damage. 
smash up anything you want Sleeping releases the subcons­
and don't have to pay for it. cious which contains poison 
The only real drawback is XL5. Fucking causes AIDS. 
there's only one radio station Eating gives you bowel cancer . 
and 24 hours a day they play Typing causes tenosynovitis. 
Barry Manilow and Rolf Harris. Really? We'd better stop right 
Jimmy, Sid, Phil, Janis, there . 
Momma and the rest of us The Warning Label Writers 
The oldies but mouldies On Strike 
Rock and Roll Hell The Department of Health 
. ... ... . . ·.· 0 0 
. ... . .. . 
�··· 0 0 .·.· .... 0 0 
• 0 
0 0 
.·.· .. . .·.· 0 0 
.·.
· 
0 0 • 0 .·.· 0 • ' • 0 0 • 
..•. ..... 
.·.·. 0 0 
. .
.
. ... . 
0 • .... 
. ... . ... 0 0 ::::� ... . 0 0 
. ... ... . .·.·� ·"•".! o o I 
·:-:, �·=·�0
0 0 
0 0 
=·:·, .·.·� 
:-:� ····J .·.·� 
=·:·J 
i6. 
� •• ·.� ••• 
·.· 
·•· 
.
. 
.
.
. 
':• 
•' 
·:· •• .� 
·:· 
•: 
'•' 
� Don't fret! The key 
I to your �ture is here! 
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Join the happy band of Toadophiles whose 
humour futures are guaranteed, because 
they've rolled over into a mutually beneficial 
subscription situation. 
Yes, subscribing, the only 100% proven 
rhythm method for getting rid of those non­
subscribing, where do I get it blues; not to 
mention curing brain tubas, clef palates, and 
uncontrollable quavering. 
HURRY! THE CRASH IS COMING! THIS 
AMAZING LOW LOW PRICE WON'T LAST! 
Black October was the first warning! Already 
back issues of the Cane Toad Times are being 
exchanged for cash values far and above their 
original cost! But you don't have to be an Arab 
Oil Sheik, corporation head or rock star to 
ensure against the effects of the coming total 
collapse of the Western Economy; all you need 
is ten dollars only (yes, only ten dollars, 
incredible savings on the newsagents' price!) 
and we'll have the next four issues of the Cane 
Toad Times in your postbox with a minim of 
fuss. 
And for those concerned with the future on a 
human scale, give a gift subscription to anyone 
you want to, in any country of the world. 
They'll be fast tracking to thank you for your 
thoughtful and thought provoking gift of 
humour, and what with Birthdays, Xmas, 
Mother and Father 's Day and all those other 
special occasions during any one year, a 
subscription to the Cane Toad Times can fill a 
very special void in your gift giving. 
Yep! No treble at all. 
Yes, a year 's subscription to the m is the 
key to a sharp rise in your social acchord. On a 
scale of four (issues) you'll be a far far so-la-te­
do human being than you were last week, or 
even this morning. 
But how? It's so easy you'll want to do it 
annually, again and again, honest. 
Yes ! Give in to your bass drives. Do it today! 
Australia's Humour Magazine. We wouldn't 
tweak your top end, honest! And let's not 
forget that only m subscribers receive 
toadally free with every issue a copy of the 
Official Cane Toad Times Free Official 
Newsletter and Top Secret Update that tells 
subscribers of the sharp reductions on CTT 
LifeStyle Accessories prices, includes news, 
subscriber letters, competitions, and prizes 
galore! So, fill in the form on this page, devise a 
payment method, and send it in now. 
T hank you. 
Next issue tears at the 
very vitals of Art and mixes it with a 
megadose of Perversion: Look 
forward to Cane Toad #12 plunging a 
stilletto into the soft frontal lobes of 
the pretentious artworld. 
Stand by for merciless 
revilings of culture vultures, 
performance art, postmodernism, 
poetry, sound sculpture and worst of 
all ... "semiotics"- the artspeak 
which is not only meaningless, it 
doesn't make even sense. 
Our contributors will also be 
perverting the course of humour­
exposing layer upon layer of the sick, 
twisted, and just plain dangerous! 
Send all cash and creative 
contributions in a sealed pup NOW! 
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